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NOTE FROM THE MIGHTY ONE! 


These scripts are intended to resemble the original submissions as closely as possible with only the font 


and the page headings standardised for ease of reading. As well as formatting errors and the occasional 
typo, keen-eyed readers may spot some other differences between the scripts and the completed comics! 





Тһе Haunting of Hex House 


Blood of the Їсел! 


First Casualties 


Floating Worlds 


One in Ten 


Mortis 


Running Out of Patients 


Anthropocalypse 


Day of Chaos: Nadia 


Welcome to Badrock 


Tooth and Claw 


Hostile Takeover 


Avenger 


A Simple Killing 


Zombo 


Unlike movie scripts — for which there's а small publishing industry 
devoted to telling you how to format your opus in the correct manner 
if you want a hope of a producer even glancing at it — there's no 
hard and fast rule to writing comic scripts. Take a look at those 
reproduced in this volume, and you'l see each writer has their 
own favourite method when it comes to scripting the page. From 
an editorial perspective, the cleaner and simpler to read the better 
(and | imagine that's top of the list for the artist too when it pops 
into their inbox) but far be it for me to invoke a template on the 
creator — whatever's most comfortable for them. 





Indeed, seeing different scripts alongside each other like this, you get 
a sense of the personality and voice coming through the work. At this 
point in time, the story just exists in the writer's imagination and he 
or she's done their best to convey what's in their head for the artist 
to visualise. How they describe this varies enormously from writer to 
writer — in the case of John Wagner's famously terse scripts, he strips 
back the fat and gives enough info for the artist to do their job without 
constraining them to a proscriptive layout; on the other hand, John 
Smith's verbose panel descriptions are like evocative mini-essays in 
themselves that spark floridly grotesque images in the mind. Both are 
equally enjoyable to read for the quality of the writing, and the insight 
into the uniqueness of the creative individual behind it. 














Generally speaking, British comic scriptwriters let the art sell the 
story and are less likely than their US counterparts to cram a panel 
dialogue. In 2000 AD in particular, it's the visually arresting 
characters, the strange worlds and technology, that has proved 
integral to its success, and editors and creators have always 
been mindful of giving the reader that optical punch, all too aware 
that the Galaxy's Greatest is a title populated by mutants, robots, 
aliens, cyborgs, killers and anti-heroes of all stripe and hue — this 
isn't kitchen-sink drama but pulp SF entertainment. Being a weekly 
anthology too, with only five or six pages to develop your series 
per instalment, #5 essential that it keeps moving, that there's no 
slowdown in narrative, and there's no wastage of panels. Whenever | 
read a script,l’m always conscious that there's some action, that the 
audience gets some bang for their buck. l'II let a talking-heads episode 
go by if it's essential to the characters, but ПІ let the writer know if 


= 
= 














| feel we're in danger of ће plot being stalled by too much conversation. 
An experienced scriptwriter for the prog will know how to tell the story 
on the run, efficiently and concisely, with the minimum of flab. If 
they're really good, you'll pick up on the subtext between the lines, that 
there's a lot more weight going behind what's being read on the page. 


Most comic strips start with the writer approaching the editor wit 
an idea. Once that's given the green light, it’s scripted and passe 
to the artist, who generally has two to three weeks to turn aroun! 
six pages of artwork. Seeing that visualisation of what previous 
has just been a Word document is one of the most interesting an 
satisfying elements of comics production — how the artist ha 
interpreted the script. Sometimes it can be just as you imagined it; 
other times the artist can have gone entirely their own way. Because 
it's easier and less time-consuming to adapt the script to what the 
artist's done than getting the artist to redraw a page, the scripts 
are subbed before going to the letterer — i.e. the editor tinkers with 
the script with the art before him to make the storytelling flow as 
smoothly as possible. If not enough room has been left in a panel, 
for example, dialogue can be trimmed or shifted; if the artist has 
not drawn a character, the order of the balloons is tweaked; an 
exclamation or grunt of pain might be added to give a fight scene 
additional oomph. Some writers like Pat Mills and John Wagner ask to 
edit their scripts once the art’s in so they can add, change or remove 
elements as they see fit. This'll be why the scripts you'll find in this 
book may vary from the strip that was eventually published. 
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Comics scriptwriting — especially for 2000 AD— is a particularly visual 
form of writing in that the writer must be conscious of how what he 
or she is imagining is going to look on the printed page. Pacing is 
important, as is not cramming the panels with too much detail (no 
artist will ever thank a writer for asking for a battle scene across nine 
panels on a page). These scripts by some of the masters of the craft 
will give any neophyte writers amongst you a good idea of how to go 
about scripting a comics story, as well as a fascinating behind-the- 
scenes look at how some of your favourite series started life. 


Matt Smith 
Editor, 2000 AD 








The Alienist: The Haunting of Hex House :: Prog 1944 :: 19th August 2015 :: Episode 01 of 06 :: 6pp. 
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PAGE ONE 





Panel 1. EXT. EXLEY PRIORY — DAY. A modestly luxurious English country house, now gone to seed slightly. Exley Priory is 
based on Borley Rectory, the infamous 'most haunted house in England from the period this story is set in. Plenty of photo ref 
available for Borley Rectory -and it does look quite creepy - although our house is larger. 


CAPTION: ENGLAND, 1908: 
BALLOON (from house): ...EXLEY PRIORY - THE MOST HAUNTED HOUSE IN ENGLAND, AS IS CLAIMED? 


Panel 2. INT. THE HOUSE – DRAWING ROOM. A group of disparate figures gathering together, being ushered into place for 

a group photo, disapprovingly eyeing each other, or refusing to look at all. These are the scientists, mediums and exorcists 
who make up most of ће cast list for this story, and we'll be introduced individually to them in the next few pages – more 
description details then. Journalist BOB BARNES (young, keen-looking) stands in front of the group, talking and encouraging 
them together, as his colleague photographer ALBERT TUTTLE (older, looking less refined and lower class than the rest of the 
group) gets ready to take their group portrait using a tripod camera. Barnes was the speaker last panel. 











BARNES: THAT, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, IS FOR YOU TO DETERMINE. AND A THOUSAND POUND PRIZE 
WILL GO TO THE FIRST OF YOU - SCIENTIST, EXORCIST OR SPIRITUALIST — WHO CAN PROVIDE 

HE GOOD READERS OF THE DAILY GRAPHIC WITH CONCLUSIVE PROOF OF THE EXISTENCE OF 
HE AFTERLIFE. 


T 
T 

CLOSER, PLEASE. MISTER TUTTLE HERE WILL BE PHOTOGRAPHING YOUR PROGRESS - READY, 
ALBERT? 
А 
В 

















(link) 


LMOST. BUT FOR A THOUSAND QUID, PERHAPS YOU FINE PEOPLE COULD AFFORD TO LOOK A 
T MORE 'APPY ABOUT IT. FOR THE ‘GOOD READERS’. 


TUTTLE: 








Panel 3. Albert the photographer, taking the picture. Bright fade-out effect of the camera flash? 


TUTTLE: I SUPPOSE THAT'LL DO. 


Panel 4. The stiff, posed group photograph, as it would appear in print. Captions beside each of them, identifying their name 
and profession: 


CAPTION: THEY GATHER, NOT KNOWING WHAT HORRORS ARE ABOUT TO BEFALL THEM... 

CAPTIONS: BOB BARNES--JOURNALIST FOR THE DAILY GRAPHIC NEWSPAPER 
PROFESSOR THOMAS WESSEL--RENOWNED SCIENTIST AND DEBUNKER OF SPIRITUALIST 
BELIEFS 


REVEREND CHARLES BOOTH--VETERAN OF OVER FIFTY EXORCISMS 
MISS DOROTHY DAWES--ENGLAND'S MOST FAMOUS WHITE WITCH 
AGNES SOTHERBY--CELEBRATED MEDIUM AND CLAIRVOYANT 











ENGLAND, 1908: 





I SUPPOSE 
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OF THE EXISTENCE OF THE AFTERLIFE. 








THEY GATHER, NOT KNOWING WHAT 
HORRORS ARE ABOUT TO BEFALL THEM... 
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PERHAPS YOU FINE 
PEOPLE COULD AFFORD 
TO LOOK A BIT MORE 


'ЯРРУ ABOUT IT. FOR THE 
“GOOD READERS”. 
À 





REVEREND 
CHARLES BOOTH-- 
VETERAN OF OVER 
FIFTY EXORCISMS. 














AGNES SOTHERBY-- 











жы” 
Я 2 m3 CELEBRATED MEDIUM 
VEM AND CLAIRVOYANT, 
= | 
SS 


олжа 


> Қ, O 
Ко 57 “Ба! 
0 ENGLAND'S MOST 
ЩО FAMOUS WHITE WITCH. 





PAGE TWO 





Panel 1. Moments after the photograph ha been taking – the group breaking up into a more informal look. Barnes is 
approached by PROFESSOR THOMAS WESSEL, who looks like what he is — a thoroughly respectable member of the scientific 
community. 


WESSEL: THIS BUSINESS OF FORBIDDING US ANY CONTACT WITH THE OUTSIDE WORLD, BARNES. A 
TOUCH OVER-DRAMATIC, SURELY? 

BARNES: THE EVILS OF THE YELLOW PRESS, I'M AFRAID, PROFESSOR. ‘WHO WILL LIVE, WHO WILL DIE — 
WILL 
ANY LIVING SOUL ESCAPE THE HORRORS OF HEX HOUSE! 

(link) JUST A BIT OF HARMLESS THEATRE TO KEEP THE READERS INTERESTED. 





Panel 2. Barnes, with Albert the photographer nearby, looking bored. 








BARNES: ALBERT – HOW'S ABOUT A PICTURE HERE OF THE PROFESSOR AT WORK? 'DISTINGUISHED MAN 
OF SCIENCE CASTS EXPERT EYE ON THE WORLD OF SPOOKS AND SPECTRES!” 


Panel 3. Wessel, walking off in the huff. Behind him, Barnes smirks to himself. 


WESSEL: HMMPH! 


BARNES POMPOUS OLD SOD... 
(small, to himself) 


Panel4. Barnes, approaching another part of the group. A tea-drinking trio of DOROTHY DAWES (genteel Miss Marples- 
lookalike tealeaf-reading white witch), REVEREND CHARLES BOOTH (typical looking English vicar) and AGNES SOTHERBY 
(bohemian, eccentric-looking medium). 


BARNES: AH, SOME TRUE BELIEVERS! LADIES, YOUR HOLINESS — READY TO UNRAVEL THE SECRETS OF 
HE INFAMOUS HEX HOUSE? 


= 


Panel 5. On Reverend Booth. 


BOOTH: 


= 


HE SATANIC IS NO LAUGHING MATTER, MR BARNES. IF THERE АКЕ DARK FORCES АТ WORK, 
HEY MUST BE DRIVEN OUT WITHOUT HESITATION! 





= 


Panel 6. Оп Dorothy Dawes. 


DAWES: 


= 


EVEREND BOOTH IS RIGHT. | SENSE POWERFUL FORCES WITHIN THIS HOUSE. WHETHER THEY 
RE BENIGN OR NOT, WE CANNOT YET TELL. 
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PAGE THREE 





Panel 1. On Agnes Sotherby, slightly barking mad. 


SOTHERBY: THERE ARE MANY VOICES HERE WAITING TO BE HEARD. LET THEM SPEAK, AND WE WILL KNOW 
THE TRUTH OF WHAT IS WRONG HERE. 


Panel 2. Group shot again. 





BOOTH: МЕСКОМАКСҮ, MISS SOTHERBY? AS A SERVANT OF THE LORD, І FEEL | MUST-- 

SOTHERBY: —SPEAK BALDERDASH AS EVER, I IMAGINE. 

(link) SPEAKING WITH THE DEAD IS NEITHER BLACK MAGIC OR DEVIL WORSHIP, SIR. IT IS THE MOST 
NATURAL THING IN THE WORLD — ONE FORM OF HUMAN LIFEFORCE COMMUNICATING WITH 
ANOTHER... 


Panel 3. Cut to short time later. INT. DIMLY LIT LIBRARY ROOM, with everyone (except the two newspapermen) gathered 
round a table and doing the classic séance thing. Agnes Sotherby leads proceedings, concentrating hard as she tries to make 
contact with the spirit world. 





CAPTION: ‘...А SEANCE. THAT IS WHAT IS CALLED FOR HERE. 
BOOTH (quietly): ...BALDERDASH, INDEED. THE VERY NERVE OF ІТ... 
BARNES: QUIET PLEASE, YOUR HOLINESS, LET MISS SOTHERBY CONCENTRATE. 


THERE ARE 
MRNY VOICES NECROMANCY, ‘SPEAKING WITH THE 
HERE WAITING № MISS SOTHERBY? - DEAD IS NEITHER BLACK MAGIC. 
TO BE HEARD. AS А SERVANT OF | BALDERDASH ОЕ DEVIL WORSHIP, SIR. ІТ IS 
THE LORD, І FEEL | RSEVER,I , THE MOST NATURAL THING IN THE 
IMAGINE. WORLD--ONE FORM OF НИМАМ 
LET THEM ы LIFEFORCE COMMUNICATING. 
SPEAK, AND WE р WITH ANOTHER... 
WILL KNOW THE % 
TRUTH OF WHRT IS 
WRONG HERE. 


“..А SEANCE. THAT IS 
WHRT IS CRLLED FOR HERE." 


..«BALDERDASH, 
INDEED. THE VERY 3 Ж QUIET PLERSE, 
NERVE OF IT. p - YOUR HOLINESS. LET 
MISS SOTHERBY 
А CONCENTRATE. 





PAGE FOUR 





Panel 1. Оп Sotherby, eyes closed hard in concentration. Barnes behind her, excitedly watching/taking notes. Tuttle, still 
looking bored, cleaning part of his camera and giving the group no attention. 


SOTHERBY: | HEAR... YES! A CHILD'S VOICE! A GIRL. HER---HER МАМЕ IS CHARLOTTE... SHE'S BEEN НЕКЕ 
A LONG TIME... OH, SUCH A VERY LONG TIME! 

BARNES: CHARLOTTE RIGGS, MAYBE? A CHILD OF ONE OF THE MAIDS IN SERVICE HERE LAST CENTURY? 
JUST ONE OF THE SEVERAL CHILD DISAPPEARANCES ASSOCIATED WITH THE HISTORY OF 
THIS HOUSE. 


Panel 2. Cutting away to Wessel, part of the séance circle, but looking distinctly unimpressed. 











WESSEL: AND HENCE NOTHING THAT COULDN'T BE MUNDANELY LEARNED FROM A SIMPLE 
RESEARCHING 
OF THAT HISTORY. 


(link) DON'T TRY TO HUSH ME, BARNES. YOU BROUGHT ME HERE TO EXPOSE SUCH CHARLATAN 


TRICKS, 
AND THAT IS WHAT І AM DOING, SIR! 











Panel 3. Group shot. Dorothy Dawes, calling out to the arguing men. Meanwhile, we also see - as Reverend Booth points out — 
something strange starting to happen to the clairvoyant. 





DAWES: QUIET, BOTH OF YOU! CAN'T YOU FEEL IT? SHE HAS MADE CONTACT WITH SOME GREATER 
PRESENCE. 
BOOTH: SAINTS ABOVE! LOOK AT HER-! 


Panel 4. On Sotherby, eyes closed in concentration, in touch with the spirit world. We also see what Booth — and everyone 
else - can see; some kind of shape or aura manifesting itself in the darkness above her, insubstantial tendrils from it reaching 
down to her. 





SOTHERBY: CHARLOTTE...YES, THAT'S HER NAME... AND OTHER CHILDREN TOO. THEY WANT TO TELL US 
SOMETHING. SOMETHING SO VERY IMPORTANT... 
(link) LISTEN, CAN YOU HEAR THEM SINGING? 


Panel 5. Pulling back to see the shape/aura manifesting itself more above her, and the reactions of the others to this. Tuttle 
registering surprise, still holding the part of the camera he was cleaning. 


BARNES: ECTOPLASMIC MANIFESTATION! ALBERT – GET A PICTURE OF IT, SHARPISH! 
Panel 8. Back on Sotherby, her facial expression tightening to one of puzzled alarm. The ectoplasmic tendrils, entering into her 
head. 


SOTHERBY: YES, YES, THEY'RE DEFINITELY SINGING! OH, BUT IT'S DELIGHTFUL, АМО--- 
(link) OH. OH NO, THAT CAN'T BE RIGHT... 
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PAGE FIVE 





Panel 1. Her head, being enveloped by the tendrils, as they insubstantially push into the openings in her skull, Her eyes are 
shut, and she doesn't seem to be aware of what's happening to her. The others around her - if we can see them - are very 


much aware and reacting to what they're seeing. Tuttle is stil 


SOTHERBY: 
(link) 


OH DEAR. OH MY. I—I'M NOT SURE I 


Panel 2. More ectoplasmic skull enveloping, with her apparen 


SOTHERBY: 


Panel 3. On Barnes, turning away for a moment to talk urgent! 


barely able to look away to reassemble his equipment. 


BARNES: ALBERT! THAT PHOTOGRAPH - LOOK 


HELLO? MISTER BARNES? CAN YOU H 


staring, terrified. 


FEEL SO WELL... 


MISTER BARNES, WITH YOUR PERMISSION I'D LIKE TO STOP NOW AND CONTINUE LATER. 


ly oblivious to it all. This should look fairly horrific. 


EAR ME? 


y to Albert the photographer. Albert clumsily leaping to action, 





LIVELY! 


Panel 4. Same shot – Barnes reacting in shock as something wet and splattery hits him from off-panel, from the direction 


Sotherby was sitting. 


Panel 5. Larger shock panel. Sotherby sitting in her chair, exactly as she was before, except the top of her skull has exploded. 
Ectoplasmic slime — the remains of whatever was manifesting above her — now coats the upper half of her body, dripping 
liberally onto the table she's still sitting at. Suitably horrified reactions to all those from the others in the room. 
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MYT-TM NOT 
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PAGE SIX 





Panel 1. Panic breaks out among the others, as they rush for the door out of the room. 


CAPTION: YES, THEY ARE UNAWARE OF WHAT HORRORS ARE ABOUT TO BEFALL THEM-- 
BALLOONS (no tails): --МҮ GOD--- 
--TO BE SICK-- 


--THE HOUSE, IT KILLED HER! 
--TELEPHONE, AT THE VICARAGE NEARBY-- 
--KILL US TOO, IF WE STAY HERE! 


Panel 2. INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE. TWO FIGURES standing in front of the open door to the darkness outside the house, 
blocking any escape from the horrors of the house. 


FIGURE: WE SEEM TO HAVE ARRIVED JUST IN TIME, MISS VESPERTINE. UNFORTUNATELY, WE CAN’T ALLOW 
ANY OF THESE GOOD PEOPLE TO LEAVE YET. 
WESSEL: WHO THE DEUCE...? 





Panel 3. Big - on the Alienist of our story title, and their faithful companion. We see SEBASTIAN WETHERALL - tall, gaunt, in 
his 605, severe-looking, looking slightly alien and inhuman himself, like an Edwardian England version of a Man Іп Black — 
standing in the hallway, capturing the scene and everyone in it with his cold and forbidding gaze. Beside him, fading into the 
background slightly, his attractive but demure-looking companion, MADELYN VESPERTINE. For the pair of them, think classic 
Doctor Who (although one of the more scary ones) and his plucky gal assistant. 











CAPTION: --OR THE NATURE OF THE ONLY FORCE ON EARTH THAT CAN SAVE THEM. 
WETHERALL: SEBASTIAN WETHERALL--ALIENIST AND MESMERIST AT YOUR SERVICE. 
(link) NOW, IF ANY OF YOU WISH TO SURVIVE THIS NIGHT, YOU MUST DO EXACTLY AS | TELL YOU... 


DTP: NEXT PROG: PAIN THRESHOLD! 
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PAGE ONE 
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--AS THEY HEAR THE BEATING OF THE WINGS OF DREAD ANDRASTE, AS SHE LOOKS DOWN 


= = 


шы f 
GALLAGHER > 


5 
mm 6 ү f / BRITANNIA BURNS, THE (СЕМ! TRIBE 
E- SN LEADING AN OPEN REVOLT AGAINST ROMAN 
“1 змн (7 Š ШЫ RULE. FIRST ТО FALL 15 CAMULODUNUM, 
BOWLAND = la OLDEST ROMAN TOWN IN THE PROVINCE. 


THOUSANDS ARE PUT TO THE SWORD BY THE 
VENGEFUL BRITONS. THOUSANDS МОКЕ-КОМАМ 
CITIZENS AND SOLDIERS--ARE TAKEN ALIVE. 


TO BE BURNED ALIVE IN GIANT WICKER MAN EFFIGIES, 
AS A WARNING TO THE POPULATION OF THE REBELS’ 
NEXT TARGET, AND AS A SACRIFICE TO ANDRASTE, 

THE ICENI'S BLOODY-HANDED GODDESS OF VICTORY. 


LONDINIUM? 
SEE IT, MY SISTERS AND HEAR THE BEATING 
BROTHERS? AND HEAR THE Y OF THE WINGS OF DREAD 
KEENING OF ITS PEOPLE, AS “ANDRASTE, AS SHE LOOKS 
THEY HEAR THE SCREAMS ОР | DOWN UPON THE PRIZE 
THEIR COUNTRYMEN FROM THAT WILL SOON 
INSIDE THE WICKER- BE 
GIANTS! BELLIES-- 





PAGE TWO 





Panel 1 Pulling back. AN ICENI TRIBAL LEADER, framed in front of one of those giant burning Wickermen stuffed full of 
burning-alive prisoners of war. His sword is now raised to the night sky. Is it our imagination, or is there there some vast and 
giant winged shape up there, hovering over everything? 


TRIBAL LEADER: DO YOU HEAR THE AIR HOLD ITS BREATH AT HER PASSING, MY SISTERS AND BROTHERS? 
DO YOU FEEL THE ROMANS QUELL UNDER HER MERCILESS GAZE? 
(LINK) SHE IS HERE AMONG US, BLOOD-SHARED OF THE ICENI! THIRSTING FOR VENGEANCE, 


HUNGERING FOR VICTORY-- 


Panel 2 On the Wickerman.. Something — a burning fist - punching out through the wooden latticework of the fire-filled 
Wickerman. 


TRIBAL LEADER (0.5): ALL SHE REQUIRES IS A SIGN THAT HER CHILDREN ARE STRONG, AND READY TO DO 
HER BIDDING! 





Panel 3 Big. A FIRE-COVERED HUMAN SHAPE - AQUILA - erupting out of the scream-filled furnace-belly of the Wickerman, 
full of lethal energy and ready to kill. 


DO YOU HEAR 
THE AIR HOLD ITS BREATH 
АТ HER PASSING, МҮ SISTERS 
AND BROTHERS? DO YOU 
FEEL THE ROMANS QUELL 
UNDER HER MERCILESS 
GAZE? 


SHE IS 
HERE AMONG US, 


BLOOD-SHARED OF 


THE ІСЕМІ! THIRSTING 
FOR VENGEANCE, 
HUNGERING FOR 
VICTORY-- 
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REQUIRES IS А SIGN 
THAT HER CHILDREN 
М АКЕ STRONG, AND 
READY TO DO HER 
BIDDING! 





PAGE THREE 





Panel 1 Even before he hits the ground, he's already killed the Tribal Leader, landing a flying blow on him from behind that's 
either skull-smashing or spine-snapping. Either way, this looks plenty nasty. 


Panel 2 Moments later. He's got the chieftain's sword now, and he's crouching predator-like, glaring at the Iceni warriors around 
him, daring them to make their move. His skin is charred, cracked and broken, like armoured rhino hide. Burned black; the 
only white showing, the bared angry snarl of his teeth. 


AQUILA: THE ROMANS TRIED TO KILL ME BY NAILING ME TO A CROSS! 


(LINK) YOU THINK A RABBLE OF CATTLE-BOTHERING SAVAGES CAN SUCCEED WHERE THE GREATEST 
POWER IN THIS WORLD HAS ALREADY FAILED? 


Panel 3 The Britons – men and women, remember — come at Aquila. He's already faster than them, moving forward to meet 
them... 


AQUILA: YOU SQUAT IN YOUR WOODEN HUTS, BABBLING PRAYERS TO YOUR WOODLAND GODS. YOU 
PRAY FOR VENGEANCE. І TELL YOU NOW, THOSE PRAYERS HAVE BEEN BEEN ANSWERED. 


Panel 4 ...they meet, and he's already cutting down the first — and possibly the second and third - of them. 


AQUILA: BRITONS, COME MEET THE VENGEANCE YOU HAVE BEEN ASKING FOR! 


Panel 5 ...and the fourth, five and sixth. Plenty more nastiness. 


? THE ROMANS 
TRIED TO KILL ME 
BY NAILING ME TO 

A CROSS! А 


YOU ТНІМК А 


YOU SQUAT ІМ 


YOUR WOODEN HUTS, V/ 
BABBLING PRAYERS 
TO YOUR WOODLAND 
GODS. YOU PRAY FOR 





PAGE FOUR 





Panel 1 POV from above, seeing the cirle of Britons 


this. Something with broad dark wings... The Britonns know it's up there; he doesn't. 


AQUILA: 


GUTLESS ISLAND APES! 


А 


all away from Aquila. Something ир there іп the night sky, watching all 


FRAID TO FIGHT A MAN, EVEN ONE ALREADY HALF-COOKED? 


Panel 2 Close in on Aquila, with - unseen above and behind him — some large bird of prey shape bearing down on him, 
lethally-large talons extended for the kill. 


AQUILA: 


Panel 3 And - WHAMM! - the flying 
the ground. It might still just be a motion-fil 
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AQUILA: 


Panel 4 The thing on top of him, tearing into 
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Panel 5 Aquila, pinned down, grimacing in agony as he feels the flesh being ripped away from his back. 


VOICE (from out-of-shot): 


(LINK) 


IN A FEW MOMENTS, THOSE TALONS WILL HAVE LAID BARE EVERYTHING BENEATH THE MEAT 


OF YOUR BACK. 


TELL ME, MAN WITH NO SOUL - WILL YOU STILL SEEM QUITE SO FEARSOME WHEN YOU ARE 
ALSO MAN WITH NO SPINE? 


Panel 6 Pulling back, as the creature suddenly turns its head at the sound of the voice of its mistress. 


VOICE (from o.s.): 


ENOUGH, ERYRI. THE GODDESS AND | HAVE NEED OF THIS ONE. 


/ GUTLESS 
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PAGE FIVE 





Panel 1 Big. Aquila, half-dead and being dragged to his feet, held up to face QUEEN BOUDICCA. Leigh - probably need 
character designs for her, but | want something quite wild and feral. She's been flogged by the Romans, seen her daughters 
raped, and her lands stolen, and has made an unholy pact with supernatural forces in return for vengeance. Something 
demonic has partially entered her, at her own invitation, and we should be able to subtly see that in her appearance. 

The bird-woman thing - EYRIRI - squats at her feet, almost like a pet. Behind her, the lights of besieged Londinium. 


BODICA: SERVANT OF THE DEVOURER, І AM BOUDICCA OF THE ICENI. | PRAYED TO DARK-EYED 
ANDRASTE 
FOR A SIGN, AND NOW SHE HAS SENT ME YOU. 








Panel 2 Cut to close-up of the innards of a slaughtered animal, spread out on the surface of a small altar. A pair of bloody 
hands sift through them. Burning incense may also be involved. 


VOICE (0.5): THE AUGURS ARE... MIXED, MY LORD-GOVERNOR. THE BARRIER | HAVE ERECTED WILL HOLD. 
THE BRITONS CANNOT ENTER THE CITY. 





Panel 3 Pull back to show we're INT. А DIMLY LIT (NON-FANCY) ROMAN TEMPLE. The figure hands deep іп animal guts is 
SCARRUS, a creepy-looking Roman sorcerer. Nearby, watching, is SUETONIUS, a Roman military commander and current 
governor of Roman Britain. Maybe a hint here of the third figure — revealed next panel — also present in the room? 





SUETONIUS: BUT? 
SCARRUS: BUT THE OTHER AUSPICES ARE ALSO CORRECT-- 
(LINK) —THE BITCH-QUEEN OF THE BRITONS HAS FOUND HERSELF A NEW CHAMPION. 





THE ONE THAT BEARS THE EAGLE MARK. 


Panel 4 On Suetonius, with a big hint of the figure standing silently and patiently in the shadows behind him. This is THE 
SPARTAN, who, like Aquila, is a soulless servant of the Devourer and unstoppable killer. Not sure yet whether he should live up 
to his name and be armed and equipped like a Greek Spartan - which, even by this time, would give him a distinctive but very 
real man-out-of-time look. 








SEUTONIUS: [БЕР 
(LINK) JUST AS WELL, THEN, THAT WE ALREADY HAVE OUR OWN SOULLESS AND UNKILLABLE FREAK 
TO STOP HIM. 


DTP: NEXT PROG: KILLER QUEEN! 


SERVANT OF 
THE DEVOURER, I 
AM BOUDICCA ОР 

THE ІСЕМІ. 


THE AUGURS 
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МҮ LORD- 
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PAGE ONE 





1 
Brutal flashback. We're on Ararat, in the heart of the war between Krool and Bad Company. Kano alongside Thrax, blowing 


away Krool. Mad Tommy Churchill nearby, firing away. 


NO DIALOGUE 





WHERE ARE 
СВ THEY ALL COMING 
FROMP I DON'T 
UNDERSTAND-- 





QUIT 
THINKING AND 


ae sor ка 











PAGES TWO AND THREE 





1 
Continue flashback. Move the camera around a little so now we see DANNY FRANKS, just as we remember him, moving 


alongside Thrax and Kano, blasting at Krool. Behind Danny we also glimpse Fly Trap. 


DANNY WHERE ARE THEY ALL COMING FROM? | DON'T UNDERSTAND-- 
KANO QUIT THINKING AND FIGHT, FRANKS. 

HRAX TURNIPHEAD. 

2 


Flashback continued. Danny looks around as two heavily armed Krool emerge, pointing their big weapons at him. 


DANNY --? 


3 
Flashback continued. The Krool unleash their weapons, BLASTING big fat bullets into Danny’s gut. Ripping through flesh and 


hrowing up blood and muscle. Visceral and nightmarish. 





DANNY AAAHH! 


4 
OUT OF FLASHBACK. Danny Franks bolts upright in his bed, still screaming. This Danny is TEN YEARS older than the one 


we were just seeing. He isn't decrepit but he should look older. His hair has some grey. He has more lines. Lost that boyish 
look he had. He’s clutching his stomach, which in his dream had been shot to pieces. There’s not much light in his bedroom. 


Q pus а З ж a t 


á 24 a "и 
TW OnE ток BRETT V IUS š > Түй 





PAGE FOUR 





1 
CUT. Ext a futuristic med bay cum clinic. We're in the compound or gated community where Danny and the surviving Bad 
Company veterans live. A voice comes from the med bay. Morning, sunny. 


FROM BUILDING AAAHHH! 


2 

nt the med bay. Danny is on a kind of gurney or stretcher. Tubes go into his right arm. Two white-coated doctors stand around 
im. The first doctor is a woman and her name is Dr MALARKEY. Let's make her black. Danny sits up, still confused, look 
around and clutching his stomach. 


DANNY SH-SHOT...I'VE BEEN SHOT... 
DR MALARKEY RELAX, DANNY. YOU'RE OKAY. THE WAR'S LONG OVER. 


3 
Dr MALARKEY checks his "levels" on the machine that the tubes are running into. 


DR MALARKEY ГМ DOCTOR MALARKEY AND YOU'RE IN THE MEDICAL FACILITY OF THE VETERANS’ 
COMPOUND. 

LINK YOU HAD A BAD FLASHBACK SO WE'RE INCREASING YOUR PSYCHE-CHEM. 

4 


Danny blinks, coming around. 





DANNY PSYCHE-CHEM. TH-THE M-MEDICATION YOU GIVE US VETS...TO STOP US...GOING INSANE. 
DR MALARKEY (0/Р) T'S ALSO SUPPOSED TO BE GREAT FOR RHEUMATISM. 
CAP T'S COMING BACK NOW. 


5 
Danny getting his head together. He sits up on the side of the bed, remembering. 





CAP MY NAME IS DANNY FRANKS. 
CAP 'M A VETERAN OF THE ARARAT CAMPAIGN AGAINST THE THE KROOL. 
B 


Into Danny's expression, his eyes, as he looks back through time. 


САР I FOUGHT ALONGSIDE КАМО. 
CAP THE GREAT, MUCH TALKED ABOUT, LONG-DEAD KANO. 


ТМ DOCTOR MALARKEY 
AND YOU'RE IN THE MEDICAL 
FACILITY OF THE VETERANS’ 


YOU'RE OKAY. COMPOUND. 


THE WAR'S 
LONG OVER. 
YOU HAD A BAD 
FLASHBACK SO 
А WE'RE INCREASING 
YOUR PSYCHE- 
CHEM. 
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THE GREAT, MUCH 
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LONG-DEAD KANO. 








PAGE FIVE 





1 

CUT. Outside of the med bay. Danny is in civilian clothes. A slightly futuristic version of our own attire. Dr MALARKEY sees 
him off. It’s the same sunny morning. Danny's walking on a path, lawns either side, and neat low level houses or units beyond. 
This is where the vets live. He waves back are Dr MALARKEY. Someone is walking down the path towards him... 


CAP | WAS IN BAD COMPANY. 
DR MALARKEY TAKE IT EASY FOR A WHILE. 
DANNY WISH | COULD, BUT I'VE GOT A BUSY SCHEDULE. YOU KNOW HOW CRAZY EVERYONE'S GOING 


OVER THE BIG CELEBRATIONS. 


2 
We now see that the person walking towards Danny is THRAX--but a different, older Thrax. He looks calmer, much nicer. 

He's put on a bit of weight which stops him looking quite so wraith-like. He's even had a hair cut: and his clothes are regular 
civilian. He smiles kindly. 


САР THRAX... 

THRAX | HEARD YOU HAD THE SCREAMS LAST NIGHT, COMRADE. 

DANNY Y-YEAH. THEY'VE INCREASED MY MEDS. 

THRAX BE CAREFUL. THEY BUMPED FLY-TRAP'S DOSE A FEW WEEKS BACK... 





Cut to the garden/grounds. Fly Trap still looks weird but now he is a contented gardener. He has a little wheel barrow and he’s 
CONNECTING with the rose bushes. His body and the roses merging. There's a slightly blissed out look on Fly-Trap's face. 


CAP “...THE ROSA CANINA AIN'T BEEN THE SAME SINCE." 


4 
hrax looks at Danny with concern. 


HRAX THE BOYS ARE PLAYING WHIST LATER. MAD TOMMY CHURCHILL WILL BE THERE. COME 
ALONG. 

DANNY SORRY, I'VE GOT MY TALK TO PREPARE. 

HRAX YOU SHOULDN'T SPEND SO MUCH TIME ALONE, DANNY. IT AIN'T GOOD FOR YOU. 


5 


о Thrax's dark eyes. 











HRAX IT'LL GIVE YOU NIGHTMARES... 
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PAGE SIX 





1 
CUT. Ext a public square. A monument is being built. It's taller than the cenotaph and fatter. Men are chipping away at the 
dark blasted Ararat rock. A figure is forming: this is going to be in the shape of a victorious soldier. A voice comes into frame. 


DANNY THIS MONUMENT IS BEING CREATED TO CELEBRATE THE TENTH ANNIVERSARY OF VICTORY 
ON ARARAT DAY. CARVED FROM SOLID ARARAT ROCK... 


2 
Pull around a bit. It's Danny who is talking. He's talking to a bunch of school-kids on a day trip. They're about ten years old or 
so. Some of their teaches look on, listening. One kid has his hand up. 





DANNY ...ТНАТ WAS HAULED ACROSS SPACE AFTER THE PLANET EXPLODED AND-- 
KID MISTER, HOW MANY KROOL DID YOU KILL? 


3 
Danny has heard this question. As he answers we see two military men approach him: Danny hasn’t seen them yet. They're 
officers: Keane and Williams. 


DANNY TH-THE IDEA OF THE CEREMONY IS NOT TO REVEL IN HOW MANY WE KILLED BUT TO HONOUR 
THE MEN WHO-- 


4 
Before Danny can finish what he’s saying the military men talk to him. 





KEANE EXCUSE ME, YOU DANNY FRANKS? 
DANNY Y-YES, AND ГМ IN THE MIDDLE OF A TALK ABOUT-- 
WILLIAMS THAT CAN WAIT. YOU'RE NEEDED. URGENTLY. 


5 
Cut. A medium sized military craft; a bit like a big helicopter but more futuristic. It’s taking off from a rooftop of a tallish 
building. We're in the centre of the city. A voice comes from the craft. 


VOICE WE HAVE A MAJOR SITUATION ON OUR HANDS, MR FRANKS. AN ENTIRE SECTOR OF THE 
WESTERN SUBURBS IS IN LOCKDOWN. THE ARMY HAVE BEEN UNABLE TO CONTAIN IT... 


6 
Inside the craft. There’s a monitor showing footage of the destroyed buildings, smoke, fire. Looks like a war zone. Keane turns 
to a totally confused Danny. 





KEANE WE’RE HOPING YOU MIGHT HAVE BETTER LUCK. 


DANNY M-ME? BUT ІМЕ BEEN RETIRED FROM THE ARMY FOR TEN YEARS. W 
COULD I BE? 
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PAGE SEVEN 





1 

Cut. The western suburbs, which we've just seen on the footage. It looks like a small war has broken out, Some damage to 
buildings. Some buildings on fire. Smokes and cs gas drifts across the panel. Rubble on the streets. What the fuck has been 
happening? In to this war zone glides the craft we saw on the previous page. 


САР EVERYTHING HAS CHANGED. 

VOICE 1 HOW CAN HE BE ALIVE? HE DIED ON THE BORDER PLANETS! 
VOICE 2 JUST TALK TO HIM, MAKE HIM SEE SENSE-- 

2 


The craft glides lower. Strapped to a KIND of parachute, Danny drops from the craft. Williams calls out to him. 


САР FOR TEN YEARS I'VE TAKEN МҮ PSYCHE-CHEM AND GIVEN MY TALKS. 
САР I'VE LIVED IN THE COMPOUND WITH THE OTHER BAD COMPANY VETS. 


3 
He drops down the rubble strewn street. Smoke drifts across the panel. 


CAP THRAX GETS FATTER AND NICER. FLY-TRAP KEEPS MAKING OUT WITH THE GARDEN. 
САР EVERY TIME | HAVE A NIGHTMARE | TELL MYSELF THE WAR IS OVER. 
4 


He lands, already running. 


CAP BUT | WAS WRONG. THE WAR CAN'T BE OVER. 
CAP IT COULD NEVER BE OVER. 


5 
He moves around a corner, where half a building is torn down. Dark smoke drifts from it. 


CAP NOT FOR HIM. 
DANNY HELLO? 


The "camera" is behind Danny, tracking him as he walks cautiously down this shattered road. A VOICE come from bottom of 
page, as though from the person who is behind Danny. 


VOICE DANNY...? 





ТЯКЕМ MY PSYCHE-CHEM 
} 4 AND GIVEN MY TALKS. 
HE DIED ON > 











TALK TO HIM, 
MAKE HIM SEE 


ka 
ТҮЕ LIVED IN THE 
MPOUND. 


THRAX GETS FATTER 
AND NICER. FLY-TRAP 


KEEPS MAKING OUT ЫЛА. 
WITH THE GARDEN, |? awh 
~ GU 


EVERY TIME I HAVE A NIGHTMARE 
I TELL MYSELF THE WAR IS OVER. 


5 š 8 











PAGE EIGHT 





SPLASH 
Danny spins around. He's looking UP at us in fear and shock. A big Kano shaped shadow falls on him. 


Maybe, just maybe, if it works, in the bottom of the page we see a bit of the BACK of Kano's head in almost silhouette. But we 
want this to be a tease. 


DANNY KANO? I...| DIDN'T BELIEVE THEM...BUT IT'S TRUE. IT'S TRUE! Y-YOU'RE STILL ALIVE! 
LINK B-BUT... 
LINK BUT WH-WHAT IN GOD'S NAME HAVE THEY DONE TO YOU? 


DTP: NEXT PROG: KANO'S DEMONS! 


КИМОРТ.Л 
DIDN'T BELIEVE 
THEM..BUT IT'S 
TRUE. IT'S TRUE! 
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ALIVE! 4 
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PAGE ONE 





1.1 
We open with a shot tight on The Nominal Charge as she races towards us. She look different from the last time we saw her 
because she's put out all kinds of little sails to try and catch as much of the wind as possible. We'll see why in a second. 


12 
Cut to the command deck. Tight оп ARIEL as she bellows а frantic command. 


ARIEL PUT OUT MORE SHEET AND LINE, AS MUCH AS SHE'LL BEAR! BREAK YOUR BACKS THERE! 


13 
Cut to onboard. SEPTIMUS & RAMKIN аге breaking a serious sweat, pulling on lines as they haul more sails into place. 


RAMKIN ІМ GETTING PIG-SICK OF THIS! SIX MONTHS CREWING FOR HER! IF I WANTED TO REMAIN A 
DRUDGE, ГО HAVE STAYED AT HOME! 

SEPT WELL, YOU'RE ALWAYS FREE TO LEAVE...PROVIDING WE GET OUT OF THIS ALIVE! 

1.4 


We cut back to Ariel at the Бір wheel with WREN next to her. 


They're being closely pursued by a pair Mercantile Marine warships, more of which we'll see in a mo'. Ariel is wrestling with 
the wheel. 


Just for ref' this is how everyone looks now. It's about six months on, 


Ramkin's hair is still long and tied back but now so is Septimus. Wren оп the other hand, has cut her hair into a practical, 
short, choppy style. Their outfits have a Luke Skywalker/Tatooine look to them. The britches are either tucked into boots or 
merged with puttees. The same with their cuffs, they're fastened down with button, buckles and straps. It's to stop the wind 
finding a surface to latch onto and blow them away. Their clothes have lots of patch pockets, D-rings and clips for stuff to be 
attached to. 


WREN CAPTAIN, THEY'RE GETTING CLOSER! 
ARIEL | KNOW! 
1.5 


Same shot but now Wren glances back over her shoulder and what she sees gives her the chills. 


WREN | MEAN IT! 
ARIEL | KNOW! 











PUT OUT MORE 
SHEET AND LINE, 
AS MUCH AS SHE'LL 
BEAR! BREAK 
YOUR BACKS 
THERE! 



















WELL, YOU'RE ALWAYS 
FREE TO LEAVE... 
PROVIDING WE GET 
OUT OF THIS 


DRUDGE, ГР HAVE ALIVE! 


Ta ү 7 | 










CAPTAIN, 
THEY'RE GETTING 
CLOSER! 


FLOATING WORLDS 


PAGE TWO 





A full page splash. We pull waaay back to see the tiny Nominal Charge being pursued by a pair or enormous Mercantile 
Marine warships. It's like the Millennium Falcon being hounded by a pair of Super-Star Destroyers. 


They're huge black airships, blistered with gun ports and with great red Chinese dragon designs running along their sides. 
One is called EREBUS, the other LEVIATHAN. The Goliath airship from Miyazaki's Laputa the Castle in the Sky, is a good 
starting point for these. The warships are at the rear but either side of the NC. They're trying to catch her between them. 
http://www.rotaryaction.com/images/laputa2.jpg 
http://3.bp.blogspot.com/_vblJzVmOP1g/TCg07Z7Xifl/AAAAAAAAZBk/JUybF5NnWF8/s400/ghibli-laputa-album-1986-al jpg 
http://images4.alphacoders.com/275/275956. jpg 








PAGE THREE 





3.1 
We cut back to Ariel and Wren. 


WREN THEY'RE TRYING TO TRAP US BETWEEN THEM! 

ARIE! GOOD! 

3.2 

Ariel chuckles. Wren's puzzled.,. 

WREN GOOD? 

ARIE IF THE MERCANTILE MARINE WANTED US DEAD, WE WOULD BE. THAT THEY WANT US ALIVE 


MEANS ТНЕҮКЕ PLAYING IT CAUTIOUS, WHICH GIVES US THE ADVANTAGE. 
WREN IT DOES? 
ARIE! THEY'VE GOT THE SPEED AND THE FIREPOWER, BUT WE'RE ONE THING THEY'RE NOT. 


33 
Ariel yanks hard on the wheel, the ship banks sharply to one side forcing them to hold on for dear life. 





WREN WHICH IS? 
ARIE! SNEAKY! 
3.4 


The NC suddenly turns sharply and dives down sideways at a steep angle. The two hulking vessels can’t turn away in time 
and their sides grind into each other, scraping away hull plating & gun ports etc. 


3.5 
The МС turns and starts heading away іп the opposite direction from the two big ships. 





IF THE MERCANTILE MARINE WHICH IS? 4 





PAGE FOUR 





4.1 
We cut back to Ariel and the others. 


RAMKIN WHAT'S TO STOP THEM COMING AFTER US? 
ARIEL NOTHING, BUT THEY CAN'T MATCH OUT TURNING CIRCLE. 
4.2 


We cut to the rear of one of the ships. We can see a gun port and a cannon loaded with a pair of large harpoons. The closest 
one to us fires. 


CAP 'BY THE TIME THEY COME ABOUT, WE'LL BE LONG GONE...' 


4.3 
Seeing this, Septimus turns to Ariel. 





SEPT AH, CAPTAIN. | THINK THEY JUST GOT SNEAKY ТОО! 


4.4 
Тһе һагрооп smashes into the deck апа latches оп fast. It violently jolts the ship, knocking everyone off balance. 


4.5 

We cut back to ship that fired the harpoon. Twenty or more commandos have jumped over the side and are zipping towards 
the NC wearing rotor-blade backpacks. It's exactly as it sounds, a back pack containing a motor that propels a rotor blade 
that's sticking up from the top of it over the wearers head. 


The commandoes themselves are wearing heavy, dark blue uniforms, the trousers tucked into knee length boots. They're a 
cross between the Colonial Commando’s outfit from Alien 3 along with various uniforms from World War 1. They're all wearing 
masks/re-breathers, have holstered side-arms and a carrying short but chunky rifles. The lead guy is carrying what look's like 
a shot length of drain pipe with a gun-sight and handles — more of which in a mo’. 


http://www.grantsmilitaria.com/gall/pix/images/26.jpg 
http://i44 tinypic.com/21j6hw6.jpg 


4.6 
Back on the NC. The ship's levelled ир now. Ramkin looks over the side at the approaching commando’s. Ariel pulls out 
a stocky, antique looking rifle from a box on the deck. 





RAMKIN HERE THEY COME! 
ARIEL LET THEM! WON'T BE THE FIRST TIME I'VE PLAYED HARD TO GET WITH A SAILOR! 


| 1 


2 E 5 
| 


=> 








PAGE FIVE 





5.1 
The lead guy fires his drain pipe gun. There's a whoosh of gas as it fires. 


5.2 
Back on the NC Ariel sees this and turns pale. 


ARIEL GET DOWN! 


5.3 
Mid-air, the silver ball pops open, releasing dozens of small ones with tiny hooks on. There's a crackle of blue electricity 
between them. 


5.4 
The silver balls hit and stick to everyone on deck, zapping them unconscious. Their bodies shudder апа buck as the current 
courses through them. 


ARIEL AAAAHH - ! 
5.5 
They all collapse to the deck. Sleeping, singed and smouldering. 


ARIEL HHUHH... 


CAP 'TO IGNORE ONE INVITATION TO AN AUDIENCE WITH THE CHAIRMAN OF THE MERCANTILE 
GUILD WOULD BE CONSIDERED RUDE...’ 


PAGE SIX 





6.1 

A change of scene and locale as we cut to the palace of the Chairman of the Mercantile Guild. It's a cross between the flying 
island of Laputa in the Miyazaki movie and various tiered, ancient Chinese Temples. It has a massive rotor blade underneath 
it, providing the primary lift and then there are several large, ornate looking towers on top which also have rotor blades 
whirring on them. The upper echelons of Hot Air society have a very feudal Japanese/Chinese feel to them. 


FROM BUILDING ТО REFUSE A SECOND IS TANTAMOUNT TO A PERSONAL INSULT. 


6.2 
Cut to the interior , the throne room. On the back wall is a huge red and gold tapestry of Orrery. It's a while later. Wren and 
the others are awake and unrestrained but they're deduced that it's probably not a good place to try anything. A genial but 
menacing CHAIRMAN PEI (Glenn Shadix as he appeared in Demolition Man) is ddressing them. Pei is seated. He has two 
white scrolls tucked into the sash at his waist. Standing next to him is a young woman in her 20's wearing a white mask. It’s 
of a human face but it quite plain, there' no great detail to it. 








PEI AND YET YOU HAVE SEEN FIT TO SPURN MY SUMMONS NO LESS THAN FIVE TIMES! WHAT SAY 
YOU TO THIS SLIGHT, MADAM? 
ARIEL HAVE A HECTIC SOCIAL LIFE - AND, WELL AFTER THAT BOOZY FUMBLE AT THE COLONELS 





FUNERAL, IT'S ALWAYS FELT KIND OF AWKWARD BETWEEN US, HECTOR. 


6.3 
Angry and a bit embarrassed, Pei jumps to his feet. 








PEI IT IS NOW CHAIRMAN PEI TO YOU, BEATRICE! AND...AND THAT MOMENT WAS OVER TWENTY 
YEARS AGO! 

(LINK) YOU REALISE | COULD HAVE YOU CAST OUT AND SKYBOUND FOR SUCH IMPERTINENCE? 

6.4 

Ariel grins. 

ARIEL AND YET HERE І STAND. 

6.5 


Pei calms down a little now it’s Ariel’s turn to look exasperated. He indicates Wren and the others. 


PEI WITH FRIENDS, NO LESS! I DIDN'T THINK YOU HAD ANY LEFT... WHO DIDN'T WANT TO SELL 
YOU OUT, THAT IS. | KNOW THE SWEET SISTERS WOULD GIVE GOOD MONEY TO GET THEIR 
HANDS ON YOU FOR WHAT YOU DID TO THEIR SHIP. 


ARIEL СНЕЕК! I SAVED THEM AND THEIR PRECIOUS JUNKER FROM A CACHARAL! IF THEY'RE MAD АТ 
ANYONE, IT SHOULD BE YOU FOR SENDING THEM AFTER ME! 





AND YET YOU HAVE IT HAVE A HECTIC SOCIAL 
SEEN FIT TO SPURN MY LIFE — AND, WELL, AFTER 
SUMMONS NO LESS THAT BOOZY FUMBLE AT 
THAN FIVE TIMES! THE COLONEL'S FUNERAL, 
WHAT SAY YOU TO ITS ALWAYS FELT KIND OF 
THIS SLIGHT, AWKWARD BETWEEN 
MAPAM? US, HECTOR. 


WER TWENTY VOS 


TO REFUSE 
А SECOND 15 
TANTAMOUNT ТО 
A PERSONAL 
INSULT. 


you 
REALISE Т AND 
COULD HAVE YOU YET HERE I 
STAND, 





WITH FRIENDS, NO LESS! Т Y CHEEK! T SAVED THEM. 
DIDN'T THINK YOU HAD ANY LEFT... AND ИНЧЕ PRECIOUS ДІНКЕК 
FROM A CACHARAL! 


WHO PIPN'T WANT ТО ЗЕ. You 
Swi THEY'RE МАР AT NONE 1 т 
ERS WOULD Gl Ol ша РА your FOR 
MONEY ТО GET THEIR HANDS : 
ON YOU FOR WHAT YOU SOFTER wer 
DID TO THEIR SHIP. P ~ 





PAGE SEVEN 





1.1 Ramkin sheepishly steps forward, his hand raised as if in class. 


RAMKIN UH, EXCUS 
PEI AREN'T YOU HER CREW? 
RAMKIN SHE'S NEVER PAID US. 


1.2 Pei goes back to the 


PEI 
(LINK) 


1.3 Wren boldly steps forward. 


WREN 
(LINK) 


1.4 
PEI 


1.5 Wren stands her grou 


WREN 


(LINK) 


1.8 Pei smiles, he stand 


PEI 
(LINK) 


(LINK) 


1.1 Wren smiles faintly. 


WREN 


1.8 


PEI 


rone and 


MORE FOO 


THE SWEE 
R 








М 


т 


B 


nd. 








K 


NG OR COMMONER, DEATH 


picks up М/геп 5 journal. 


ES, WE ARE. THE JOURNALS MINE - IT WAS MY GRA 
Е SET МЕ TO THE TASK OF F 


NDING A WAY TO 


INDEED, AND NO SMALL ENDEAVOUR. FLINGING YOU 
TTLE KNOWING WHAT LAY O 


UT HERE. 





E ME, YOUR WORSHIP? BUT WE'RE NOT REALLY WITH HER. 


YOU. OR PERHAPS, AS ALIENS, YOU ARE NOT USED TO OUR WAYS. 


SISTERS TOLD ME WHERE THEY FOUND YOU, AND FROM READING THIS 
EMARKABLE WORK | CAN ONLY ASSUME YOU ARE G 


ENUINELY FROM ANOTHER WORLD. 


DFATHER'S. 
RESTART THE SUN. IT WAS HIS DYING WISH. 





RSELVES OUT INTO THE VOID LIKE THAT, 


S THE ONLY CERTAINTY. WHETHER IT IS FREEZING TO DEATH ON 


MY OWN WORLD OR SOME OTHER WAY OUT HERE, IT WILL COME TO US ALL. 


T IS WHAT WE DO WIT 


5 in front of t 


AND YOU HAVE ELECTE 


EVEN HERE ON HOT A 
N THE MOTILE MOVEM 


MY FORESIGHTERS TE 
, ALTHOUG 











aybe Pei will help her? 





HE 








e huge tapestry o 


H MOST OF 


г. WILL YOU HELP 


. BUT | WILL CONSIDE 


THE TIME BEFOREHAN 


the Orerry. 


D TO SAVE US ALL. MOS 


ENT O 


LME 
TS WORLDS WILL BE D 


F THE PLANET'S G 








US? 





R IT, IF YOU FIRST ASS 


HE SUN HAS ROU 


D THAT DEFINES US. | HAVE CHOSEN THIS. 


ADMIRABLE. 


R, WE HAVE NOTED THE DECLINATION OF THE WHEEL, SUBTLE SHIFTS 


ASES. 


GHLY THREE HUNDRED YEARS OF LIFE LEFT TO 
EAD LONG BEFORE THAT. 











IST THE GOOD CAPTAIN ON A MISSION FOR ME. 


UH, EXCUSE МЕ, YOUR MORE FOOL YOU. 
WORSHIP, BUT WERE OR PERHAPS, AS 
NOTER M NOT USED ТО 
AREN'T YOU OUR WAYS. 
не EW? 
“= THE SWEET 
SISTERS ТОН? ME 
WHERE THEY FOUND YOU, 
AN? FROM READING THIS 
REMARKABLE WORK I CAN 
ONLY ASSUME YOU ARE 
GENUINELY FROM 
ANOTHER WORLD. 


SHE'S NEVER 
PAID 15. 


YES, WE ARE, THE INDEED, AND NO SMALL KING OR COMMONER, 
JOURNAL'S міне — ENDEAVOUR. FLINGING DEATH 15 THE ONLY 
IT WAS MY GRAND- YOURSELVES OUT INTO | | CERTAINTY. WHETHER IT 
ҒАТНЕК 5. THE VOI LIKE THAT, 15 FREEZING TO РЕАТН 
anu PA ME LITTLE KNOWING. ON MY OWN WORLD 
FO A WAY TO WHAT LAY OUT | | OR SOME OTHER 


WAY OUT HERE, IT 
RESTART THE SUN, IT WILL Some ТО 
WAS HIS DYING N us ALL. 


ITIS 

WHAT WE pO 
WITH THE TIME 
BEFOREHAND 
THAT DEFINES 
us. I HAVE 
CHOSEN 

THIS. 


AND YOU HAVE ELECTED: 
TO SAVE US ALL. MOST 
ADMIRABLE. 


EVEN ОМ 

HOT AIR, We 

HAVE NOTED THE 
DECLINATION OF 
THE WHEEL, SUBTLE 
SHIFTS IN THE MOTILE 
MOVEMENT ОҒ 

THE PLANET'S 


MY 

FORESIGHTERS 

TELL ME THE SUN 

HAS ROUGHLY JUREE 
HUNPRED YEAI 

OF LIFE LEFT TO IT, 
ALTHOUGH MOST ОҒ 
THE WORLDS WILL 

ВЕ DEAD LONG 
BEFORE THAT. 


ON A MISSION 
FOR ME. 





PAGE EIGHT 





8.1 
Ariel doesn't like the sound of this but Ramkin will do anything to save his ass. 


ARIEL ІМ NOT WITH THE GUILD АМҮМОКЕ, HECTOR, REMEMBER? YOU CAN KILL ME BUT YOU 
CAN'T ORDER ME AROUND. 

RAMKIN I'LL OBEY ORDERS! 

8.2 


Pei takes two paper rolls from the sash in his waistband. 


РЕ ЗЕЕ THESE? THIS IS YOUR LIFE IN МУ НАМО$. ONE IS А PARDON РОВ YOUR CRIMES, 
A HANDSOME RETAINER FOR YOUR SERVICES, AND THE RESTORATION OF YOUR GUILD 
COMMISSION IF YOU WISH IT. 








(LINK) THE OTHER IS YOUR DEATH SENTENCE, EFFECTIVELY IMMEDIATELY. 


8.3 
Ariel sighs as she realises the jig's up. 
ARIEL WHAT DO YOU WANT FROM ME? 


PEI AS A GUILD PILOT, YOU WERE ONE OF THE FEW TO CHART THE DEEPS AND RETURN. 
I WANT YOU TO GO BACK THERE, BRING МЕ AS MUCH GASEOUS CLAY AS YOU CAN CARRY. 


8.4 
Even Ariel's spooked hearing this. Pei waves one of the scrolls at her and smiles. 








ARIEL THAT VOYAGE LOST ME MOST OF MY CREW AND MY CAREER. IT'S ALMOST CERTAIN DEATH. 
PEI WITH THAT YOU HAVE A CHANCE. WITH THIS, NONE AT ALL. 
8.5 


Septimus is puzzled. 


SEPT SORRY, BUT WHAT'S GASEOUS CLAY? 


PEI A RARE CONFLAGRATION OF GASES INTO MALLEABLE MATTER. IT'S HEALING AND 
REGENERATIVE PROPERTIES ARE SAID TO BE PROFOUND. THE STUFF OF LEGEND. 


8.6 
Ariel seizes on Pei's comment. Pei crosses over the quiet young woman. 


ARIEL EXACTLY! HAS ANYONE EVER SEEN IT WORK? 
PEI | HAVE ТО TRY... 


I'M NOT WITH THE 
GUILD ANYMORE, 
HECTOR, REMEMBER? 
YOU CAN KILL ME BUT 
YOU CAN'T ОКРЕК 
МЕ АКОШМР. 


SEE THESE? 
THIS IS YOUR LIFE 


THE 
OTHER 15 YOUR. 
DEATH SENTENCE, 
EFFECTIVELY 
IF YOU WISH IT. IMMEDIATELY. 


WHAT рО YOU AS А GUILD PILOT, YOU THAT VOYAGE. WITH THAT YOU 
WERE ONE ОР 


WANT FROM THÉ FEW LOST ME MOST М HAVE А CHANCE. 
me? TO CHART THE PEEPS OF MY CREW AND WITH THIS, 


AN? RETURN. I WANT MY CAREER. ITS NONE AT 


YOU TO GO BACK ALMOST CERTAIN ALL. 
нг, BRING ME AS DEATH. 


CLAY AS YOU 
CAN CARRY. 


SORRY, BUT А RARE CONFLAGRATION OF EXACTLY! HAS 
WHATS GÁSEOUS J / LE ANYONE EVER SEEN 
CLAY? < 5 ING АМ? REGENERATIVE ІТМОЕК” 
PROPERTIES ARE SAID ТО BE 


PROFOUND. THE STUFF > 
OF LEGENP. " 
^ 








PAGE NINE 





9.1 

Pei removes her mask and it's clear that she's as good as dead underneath it. Her face is grey and lifeless. We can also see that 
metal pipes cables and tubes are running through her, sustaining what glimmer of life there is left in her. It has a kind of Geiger 
feel to it. 


PEI ...FOR MY DAUGHTER'S SAKE. 

ARIEL SHE'S А MORDANT! BUT THEY'RE ILLEGAL...AND DANGEROUS. THEY'RE UNPREDICTABLE! 

PEI SHE IS MY CHILD. SHE AND MY WIFE BOTH FELL SICK WITH THE TORPOR. MY WIFE PASSED 
BUT MIRYAM... 

9.2 


Septimus is intrigued by the girl. 


SEPT ARE THOSE...MECHANICALS INSIDE HER? 
PEI YES, THEY SUSTAIN WHAT LITTLE LIFE THERE IS LEFT BUT CANNOT FULLY RESTORE HER. 
9.3 


Wren looks at Miryam. 


9.4 
Miryam looks back at Wren. Her eyes suddenly filled with yellow light, the way Cantors were before he died in the last series. 


9.5 
Wren looks surprised but says nothing. 


9.6 
Back with Miryam and her eyes are normal again. 


SHE'S A 
MORDANT! вит 
THEY'RE ILLEGAL... 
AND DANGEROUS. 
THEY'RE UN- 
PREDICTABLE! 


SHE 15 


CHILD. 

SHE AND MY WIFE 
BOTH FELL SICK WITH 
THE ТОКРОК. MY 
WIFE PASSED BUT 
МІКУАМ.... 


АКЕ THOSE... 


YES, THEY SUSTAIN 
WHAT LITTLE LIFE. 
THERE 15 LEFT BUT 
САММОТ FULLY 
RESTORE 
НЕК. 





PAGE TEN 





10.1 
Wren speaks for them all, not that they have a choice. 


WREN WE'LL DO IT. 

ARIEL LIKE WE HAVE A CHOICE. 

10.2 

Pei replaces Miryam's mask. 

РЕ THANK YOU. | APPRECIATE THAT NOW YOU KNOW MY SECRET YOU MAY IMAGINE IT GIVES YOU 
SOME FRESH LEVERAGE OVER ME...IT DOES NOT. 

(LINK) BETRAY ME, PLAY ME FALSE, AND YOU WILL BE DEAD BEFORE THAT DAY'S END. 

10.3 


He turns back to Ariel. 


PEI MY STORES AND SHIPYARD ARE AT YOUR DISPOSAL. TAKE WHAT YOU REQUIRE BUT BE READY 
TO LEAVE IN TWO DAYS. 
(LINK) OH, AND THAT THOUGHT YOU HAD OF TURNING TAIL AND HEADING FOR THE HIGH MISTS? 


DON'T. THE SWEET SISTERS WILL BE ACCOMPANYING YOU ON YOUR FORAY. 


10.4 
Wren grabs Septimus by the elbow and pulls him to one side. She talks to him in hurried whispers. 


WREN C'MERE. 

SEPT WHAT? 

WREN THE GIRL. DIDN'T YOU SEE? 
10.5 


Wren looks back over at Miryam. 


SEPT SEE WHAT? 
WREN | CAN'T BE CERTAIN BUT HER EYES, SHE... 
10.6 


A final shot of Miryam 


WREN (Off panel) | THINK SHE'S SOMEHOW PART OF THE KEY. 


DTP: NEXT PROG: FULL FATHOM FIVE! 


MY STORES AND 5НІР- 
YARD АКЕ AT YOUR 
DISPOSAL. TAKE WHAT 
YOU REQUIRE BUT BE 
READY TO LEAVE IN 
TWO DAYS. 


Он, AND 

THAT THOUGHT 

YOU НАР OF 
TURNING TAIL ANZ 
HEADING FOR THE. 
HIGH MISTS? DON'T. 
THE SWEET SISTERS 
WILL BE 
ACCOMPANYING 
YOU ON YOUR 
FORAY. 


THANK YOU. Т APPRECIATE 
THAT NOW YOU KNOW MY 
SECRET YOU MAY IMAGINE 
ІТ GIVES YOU SOME FRESH 
LEVERAGE OVER ME... 

ІТ DOES NOT. 


BETRAY ME, PLAY 
ME FALSE, АМ? 
YOU WILL BE DEAD 
BEFORE THAT DAY'S 


THE GIRL. 
DIDN'T уби 
SEE? 
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NEW CADET ANDERSON THRILLER STARTS THIS PROG! 
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IS CASS PREPARED FOR 
MEGA-CITY ONE'S 
UGLY UNDERBELLY? 





PAGE ONE 





1. Large. Midnight. Panoramic view of Mega-City One and its lights. 


CAPTION: PLATO SAID NINETY PER CENT OF MEN WERE BRUTISH ANIMALS. TO STOP THEM DESTROYING 
EVERYTHING, SOCIETY NEEDED AN ELITE - ONE IN TEN - TO LORD IT OVER THE SAVAGES. 
CAP 2: ARISTOTLE SAID NINETY PER CENT OF MEN WERE DECENT AND HONEST. THE ONE IN TEN WHO 


WERE CRIMINALS NEEDED LOCKING UP, TO PREVENT THEM CORRUPTING THE MAJORITY. 
CAP 3: GUESS WHOSE WAY THE WORLD CHOSE? 


2. Exterior, midnight. Close on Cadet Anderson. She wears her cadet helmet - as do all the other psis in this episode. 





CAPTION: IT'S MIDNIGHT WHEN I GIVE THE ORDER-- 
CASS: SQUAD? YOU GOT A GREEN LIGHT! 








3. Wide establishing shot. We're on an industrial estate, focussing on a low building, standing alone. An armed guard stands in 
the shadows. 


CAP: HAUSER TAKES OUT THE FIRST GUARD-- 


4. Close on the guard. He's being knocked unconscious by a swinging day-stick which seems to be disembodied. 


sfx WAAKKK! 
NO DIALOG. 


PLATO SAID NINETY PER CENT OF 

MEN WERE BRUTISH ANIMALS. ТО 

STOP THEM DESTROYING EVERYTHING, 

SOCIETY NEEDED AN ELITE — ONE IN TEN 
— TO LORD IT OVER THE SAVAGES. 


— 


ARISTOTLE SAID NINETY PER CENT OF 
MEN WERE DECENT AND HONEST. THE 


HAUSER TAKES Ü 
OUT THE FIRST 
GUARD — 





— 
GUESS WHOSE WAY 
Ы THE WORLD CHOSE? 


те MIDNIGHT 
WHEN I GIVE 
THE ORDER — 


SQUAD? 
WE GOT_A GREEN 
LIGHT 


EA 
aun GRANT 


PAGE TWO 





1. Now Hauser, one of Cass's squad, materialises next to the fallen guard - she can make herself invisible at will. 


HAUSER: ONE DOWN. 


2. At the rear exit of the building there's a second armed guard. He looks round, startled, as a voice calls him from off. 


VOICE: HEY, UGLY! 
GUARD: HUE 


3. Cadet Vin, an extrovert male Telekine, sends a mental blast at the guard that knocks him off his feet and SLAMM!s him into 
the wall, unconscious. 


CAPTION: VIN'S А TELEKINE. HE MAKES SHORT WORK OF THE GUARD IN BACK-- 


4. Cadet Calvi, a guy, stoops by the computer lock on the front door to the building, tapping away at it. 


CAPTION: CALVI SLIPS THE LOCKS. HE CAN SEE THE PATTERNS IN MOST EVERYTHING-- 





5. Cass leads 4 cadets inside the opened door. The others are Calvi, Hauser, Vin and Empath Baroc, a bit of a weedy male. All 
of them have guns in hands. 


CASS (SMALL): NO SHOOTING UNLESS ABSOLUTELY NECESSARY! 








MN 


PAGE THREE 





1. Inside, the room is dimly lit. There are several dozen pod-like cots scattered round. An armed guard raises his shotgun, 
ready to fire. 


GUARD: JUDGES! I'LL-- 


2. Close on the guard. One bootknife takes him in the forehead, a second bootknife takes him in the throat. THUNK! THUNK! 


GUARD: UKKK! 





3. The guard has fallen, dead. Cass and Calvi retrive their bootknives from his body. Calvin grins at her. 





CALVI: YOU MUST'VE READ MY MIND! 


4. A guy in a lab coat, hands raised in surrender, steps forward. 


GUY: I'M N-NOT ARMED! | GIVE UP! 
VIN: AND YOU ARE...? 


5. Large. The guy gestures to the arrays of cots - each one contains a healthy, sleeping baby, about a year old. 





GUY: DOCTOR STANG. ГМ EMPLOYED AT THE CLINIC TO LOOK AFTER THESE ORPHANED CHILDREN, 
PRIOR TO THEM BEING OFFERED FOR ADOPTION TO WEALTHY CHILDLESS COUPLES. 
CASS: JUSTICE DEPARTMENT LICENSED? 








GUY 2: WELL...NO, N-NOT EXACTLY. 











PAGE FOUR 





1. Cass slaps the cuffs on him. Empath Baroc is looking around him, curious. 


CASS: TEN YEARS! 
BAROC: РМ GETTING STRONG VIBES FROM THE BASEMENT... 
STANG: THIS PLACE DOESN'T HAVE A BASEMENT! 


2. Cass stands behind Doc Stang, hands on his head, reading his mind. Psi-flash SFX around his head. 


CAPTION: BUT EMPATH BAROC DOESN'T MAKE MISTAKES-- 
CASS: LIAR! 
LINK: HOLD STILL WHILE I FIND OUT THE TRUTH... 


3. Cass turns away from him, reaches out to a hidden switch in the wall, which she presses. NO DIALOG. 


SFX: KLIK 





4. Cass and the other cadets look on as a section of floor slides away, revealing a set of stairs leading down. Doc Stang 
protests. 


STANG: |... | DIDN'T KNOW ABOUT THIS! 
VIN: EVERY TIME YOU LIE, YOU GET ANOTHER FIVE YEARS, CREEP! 





5. Fairly large. Wide view of the basement. It’s lined with more pod-cots. Each baby is connected to breathing and feeding 
tubes. But the babies in these are kept for spare parts - some have no eyes, no ears, arms and legs missing, some mouths 
sewn shut. The judges descend stairs in background. 


CASS: GRUD ON A GREENIE! 


> 3 
Fie 





PAGE FIVE 





1. The cadets walk between the pods-cots, pretty sickened by what they see. Vin is dragging the cuffed Stang along with him. 


STANG: l'LL T-TELL YOU THE TRUTH - I SWEAR! 


VIN: TOO LA 


2. Cass looks down at a mutilated baby. 





CASS: GUESS 
HORMO 
BAROC: HOW TH 


3. On Cass, calling it in. 





CASS: TUTOR ENZO? ANDERSON. TARGET TAKEN. 


E. YOU'RE ALREADY DOIN' LIFE! 


HIS IS WHERE THE UNADOPTED END UP. THEY USE 'EM FOR SPARE PARTS - 
ES - NEURAL TISSUE. 


E HELL CAN ANYBODY DO SOMETHING LIKE THIS? 








LINK: MEAT AND MED REQUIRED... PLUS HOSPITAL PLACES FOR ABOUT A HUNDRED BABIES. 


4. Baroc has stopped by a pod-cot, looking down at the baby there. 


BAROC: l'D SWEAR THIS ONE'S TRYING TO SAY SOMETHING... 


5. Baroc picks the baby up. Its eyes are mere sockets. It has an arm and a leg missing. A pathetic sight. 





BAROC: WHAT'S THAT, LITTLE GUY? 


Close. Baroc is startled as the baby manages to say something. 


BABY (wobbly): МАМА...? 


DTP: NEXT PROG: DOCK OCK! 


FLL T-TELL 
YOU THE TRUTH 
1 SWEAR’ 


TUTOR ENZO? 
ANDERSON. TARGET 
o. TAKEN. 


MEAT AND 
MED REQUIRED... PLUS 
HOSPITAL PLACES FOR 
ABOUT A HUNDRED 


HOW THE 
HELL CAN ANYBODY 
DO SOMETHING 
LIKE THIS? 


NENT PROG > DOCK OGK! 
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PAGE ONE 





1. Close-up of an old-fashioned fob-watch, old, rusting — it's hands stuck on midnight — part of Judge Mortis' bony, talon-like fingers possibly visible 


holding it. 
CAP: IME CRAWLSSS. 
CAP: EVERY SSSECOND FEELSSS LIKE A DAY. EVERY DAY A DECADE. 


2. Pull back to see Judge Mortis. Narrow-ish shot just focusing on him. He is bored / dispirited / in the grips of ennui, so this is a fairly static shot. He 
replaces the fob-watch back inside his body where he keeps it — through a gap or an open wound in his body, or in through his partially visible rib-cage. 
He stands, perhaps framed by a pair of giant, tree-sized toadstools or fungi — or is stood / sat under the shade of the cap of a toadstool. 





CAP: MMORTALITY ISSS TEDIOUSSS. 


CAP: WE LAID WASSSTE TO AN EN 


3. Larger panel. Open up the view to show a glimpse of the 


IRE WORLD... 


enormity of the devastation on Deadworld. Judge Mortis is walking through a fungal / toadstool 


‘forest’. The fungal growth / toadstool ‘trees’ are sprouting from tangled mounds of rotting corpses and twisted bones. Perhaps he is walking down a 


path, down a hillock which is made from a pile of bones ап! 


skulls. Mortis is dwarfed by the enormity of his crime, yet oddly detached from or bored by its 


consequences. The fungi possess a strange exotic decaying beauty — agarics with caps that resemble rotten orchids or lilies. There might be weird-looking 





fungal ‘fruiting bodies’ or puff-balls. Perhaps spores float 


CAP: . АМ NOW THERE ISSS NO 


4. Let's move back in on Mortis for a smaller / closer sho 





in the air like diatoms in the ocean. 


HING LEFT TO KILL EXCEPT TIME. 


. He reaches out, almost tenderly touching (or stroking) the surface or cap of a particularly 





interesting or exotically-coloured / patterned fungus — maybe it's growing out from a rib-cage or a human skeleton. As he does this, we see the arc of a 


shooting-star / meteorite shooting downwards over the fun 


CAP: SSSO | DISSSTRACT MYSSSE 
CAP: EH? A METEORITE...? 





5. Mortis, standing in a clearing. Ап escape-pod from ап а 
that resembles an old-fashioned diving-bell, perhaps, but 


gal ‘tree-line’ as it falls to earth. It catches Mortis’ eye and interrupts his musings. 


LF WITH POINTLESSS PROJECTSSS OR CONTEMPLATE MY GARDEN... 





ien starship has crashed. It's a large-ish clunky-looking thing (big enough to hold four people) 
the important thing is that the hatch is clearly open — it’s inhabitants have exited it. Around 


it, scorch-marks or steam from its landing, perhaps a swathe has been cut through the surrounding fungal growth / landscape from the impact. Mortis 
contemplates the scene, bony fingers on jaw, thinking. A voice comes from off panel — alien speech symbols. 


CAP: NO, NOT A METEORITE. 
OFF: yourock! 





TIME CRAWLSSS. 





PUR єг. 


тақ 


EVERY SSSECOND FEELSSS LIKE 
А DAY. EVERY DAY A DECADE. 





„„ AND NOW THERE 1555 ПОТНТ) 
іт 10 KILL CRT Fhe. "e 











5550 T 915561) 
WITH BOINTLESS. 
OR CONTEMPLATE 


по, NOT A METEORITE. 





PAGE TWO 





1. A group of aliens — there will be four in 


he group in total, but you don't have to show them all here — emerge cautiously from the cover of the fungal 


tree-trunks, their pistols and heavy-looking carbine-like energy-weapons raised at Mortis. He is surrounded. Mortis expresses surprise — he has not seen 


other living tl 


ALI 
LIN 
М0 


. The lead alien / captain mistakes Mortis" 
if he has a human-like face. With one hand, he gently pushes down the muzzle of the weapon that one of his crewmen had raised. The other he raises 
in a tentative, palm-up 'peace' gesture as 
distraction from his tedium — and crue! cunning as he sizes up the visitors and figures out their potential worth to him. 























comments about being a 


e moves closer to Mortis 


hings for a while. The lead alien points at Mortis, addresses him directly, but cautiously and from a distance. The aliens should be humanoid 
/ human-like in some way — close enough to humanity that the readers feel some sympathy, but sufficiently different to humans that they are visually 
novel and pique the readers' curiosity. Dave — we could talk about design ideas 'off-camera' via email, if you like. 


ЕМІ: alienxtRANSLATOR ON! NANO-IMMUNITY ON! INITIATING FIRST-CONTACT PROTOCOLS. 
KED: YOU! CAN YOU UNDERSTAND ME? 
RTIS (wobbly); YOU'RE... ALIVE? 





live as concern about his crew's well-being and relaxes a little. Perhaps he smiles, 


. Mortis' expression is a mixture of 'delight' — he is genuinely pleased to have a 


EN#1: ALIVE? YES... WE HIT SOME ORBITAL DEBRIS, BARELY MADE IT TO THE POD. 
KED: AM CARTOGRAPHER YOOL OF THE YMOI EXPEDITIONARY FLEET. 

ВТ (wobbly): | MORTISSS. 

KED: AM VERY... PLEASSSED TO MEET YOU. 


3. One of the alien crew is an overly-curious medic / science-officer type. He runs a bio-scanner with winking lights over Mortis (but without touching him 
- Mortis will be using his rapid-decay power: 


— pulls his head back slightly from the device 
Mortis gestures with a hand to where the towei 
EN#2: FASCINATING! YOU 
KED: 'D LOVE TO STUDY 
RTIS (wobbly): AND І SSSHALL EN 


АШ 
LIN 








LIN 


Y00L: 








KED (small): CULTURALLY, | MEAN. 


5 later in the story). Mort 


KED: PLEASSSE. YOU WILL BE MY GUESSS 





. Inside the entrance-hall of Mortis' citadel 


s is made from fused skulls — or has ski 








Perhaps he folds his arms; there's somet 
is patience. It would be cool if the hall a 
| could imagine Mortis being a bit of ‘col 











з 


Р. 


KED: NO WONDER YOU 











LIN 


RTIS (wobbly): ^ BILLIONSSSSS...? 





. Unsurprisingly, it's a fa 
ulls and bones embedde: 








e aliens, not knowing human or Dark Judge ways, naively take all 0) 
skulls décor — perhaps she reaches out and touches the wall gently wi 
of cultural-analyser or anthropologist type, hi 


er role to assess any alie 


50 contained something 
есіог and his hall havin 


: “МҮ HOUSSSE IS YOUR HOUSSSE.’ 
EN#3: ...А PLAGUE RAVAGED YOUR WORLD 


SEEK SOLACE - A 





is is bemused; perhaps he looks at the scanner with some mild irritation or disdain 


or something similar — and a hint of his true character leaks out, but the enthusiastic alien is oblivious. 
rs of his morbid-looking sanctum-citadel are partially visible, over the fungal ‘tree-line’. 

R SPECIES WEARS ITS SKELETON ON THE OUTSIDE. 

YOU MORE CLOSELY LATER. 

OY DISSSECTING YOU TOO. 


SSS... 


irly grim and morbid-looking place — techno-gothic / rustpunk interior — one of the 
in it, like a medieval charnel-house or mass-burial vault under an ancient church. 
this in as being normal. One of the alien crew — a woman — assesses the wall-of- 
a hand — and addresses Mortis sympathetically. We could imagine her being a sort 
n culture they encounter. Yool, the alien leader, obliviously puts his own pennyworth 


ing faintly smug / patronising about him and his crew — we can start to see how it might trigger Mortis or 


ike the skeleton of a large animal as a display — | doubt you'd have the room, Dave, 
g a sort of museum-meets-mausoleum vibe. 


, LEAVING ONLY A HANDFUL OF SURVIVORS? HOW AWFUL! 
ASTE OF THE ETERNAL - IN REPRESENTATIONS OF DEATH. 








WE YMOI, BY CONTRAST, ARE NUMBERED IN OUR BILLIONS AND LIKE TO LIVE LIFE TO ITS FULLEST. 


. Tight on Mortis — his leering teeth prominent — his expression should say it all. Perhaps he stands by a Victorian type glass bell-jar exhibit — a small 
imal skeleton, or a weird-looking toadstool. 


KED: | SSSHOULD LIKE TO VISSSIT YOUR WORLD. 


L'GAANRANSLATOR 
ON! NANO-IMMUNITY 
ON! INITIATING 
FIRST-CONTACT 
PROTOCOLS, 


YOU! 
CAN YOU 
UNDERSTAND 
ME? 


ALIVE? YES... IAM 
WE HIT SOME CARTOGRAPHER 
ORBITAL DEBRIS, YOOL OF THE 
BARELY МАРЕ YMO! 
IT TO THE EXPEDITIONARY 
РОР. FLEET. 


FASCINATING! ТР Love 
TO STUDY. 
YOU MORE 
CLOSELY 


CULTURALLY, 
1 MEAN. 


you ШИТ se Di 
GUESSSTSSS... 


BILLIONSSS... > 





NO WONDER 
You SEEK SOLACE — 
А TASTE OF THE ETERNAL — 
IN REPRESENTATIONS 
OF DEATH. 


BY CONTRAST, ARE 
NUMBERED IN OUR 
МОНЕ AND LIKE 
TO LIVE LIFE TO 
ITS FULLEST. 


T WOULD 
LIKE TO. 


VISSSIT 
YOUR WORLD. 





PAGE THREE 





0 open it, or it has rus 


MORTIS (wobbly): | 
LINKED: 





3. Biggish panel. An ol 
towards the productio! 
crusher which is grin 


chemical-processing equipment / 2 
гей blood-coloured ‘wine’ down into a pi 
he penny is start 


DSSS OF CORPSSSES CRUSSSSHED, FERMENTED AND DISSSTILLED FOR DECADESSS. THE 


/ with mounting horror. 


MORTIS (wobbly): 


AN OLD P 


m 


ing gears or levers. He gestures towards the widening gap / sha 


ME, IT MIGHT BE POSSSIBLE TO... SSSHORTEN THE WAIT. 


THE MEAN 


industrial space 
n-line he has set 
ing up dead bodi 





HOUSAN 


ROJE 


auges / dials / boilers / coile 


CT OF MINE. YMO 


at Mortis has filled wit 
in motion. A conveyor- 


ette or tap, from which i 
ing to drop that what t| 





D PRODUC 





LINKED: 


4. Tight on Mortis, ope 
the shape of a skull?). 


HIS VINTAGE 








ning a smal 


е turns towards 


if we are his guests. Hospitality, Dark Ju 


MORTIS (wobbly): 





Г: DEAD FLUIDSSS 
HASSS A PARTICU 








ges' style. 


AY | OFFER YOU A GLASSS? 


YOOL: 
RESPONDS TO OUR DISTRESS SIGNAL. 
MORTIS (wobbly): 
LINKED: HOW EXCITING. 
2. Mortis, by a large old door — rust 


. Yoo! and Mortis, in front of one of Mortis’ display-cases. Yool, slightly downbeat. Mortis, quietly excited by the prospect of aliens coming with a spacecraft. 


UNFORTUNATELY, WE ARE MAROONED HERE. IT COULD BE YEARS BEFORE A RESCUE SHIP 


OTHERSSS OF YOUR KIND ARE COMING? IN A SSSTARSSSHIP, YOU SSSAY? 


unk / industrial-looking — which he is in the process of opening — perhaps he is pulling on a chain or block-and-tackle 


owy interior. 


TECHNOLOGY COULD GIVE IT FRESSSH PURPOSSSE.... 


arcane machinery. Industrial-chemical-occult devices / rustpunk décor. Mortis gestures 


elt (or 


es. A network of rusting metal 


ed chains and hooks) carry corpses towards an industrial-sized 
ferry liquid from the crushed bodies into fermentation tanks / 


erhaps suspen 
pipes or sluices 


copper-pipe distillers. Perhaps at the end of the process, glass-pipes / coils carry a dark 


it can 


hey are 


NTH 


LARLY EARTHY BO 


гір into a receptacle or glass. His alien guests, if visible in-panel, look on aghast 
seeing is not just a cultural difference. 





WINE. 
UQUET. 


E FORM OF A 





tap or valve at the end of the distillation process, so that blood-red wine drips into an ornate wine-glass (perhaps in 
us, leering teeth visible, and makes an extravagant / sweeping / open gesture with his other arm or hand — as 


UNFORTUNATELY, WE 
ARE MAROONED HERE. ІТ. 
COULD BE YEARS BEFORE 
А RESCUE SHIP RESPONDS 
TO OUR DISTRESS 

SIGNAL. 


may т 
FFER 
GLASS. 


HOUSSS ANDES 
F CORBSSSESSS 
CRUSSSHED, FERMENTED 
AND DISSSTILLED FOR 
DECADESSS. TH! 
PRODUCT: DEAD 
FLUIDSSS I 
INE. 


THISSS 
м 
Ед 
BOUQUET. 





PAGE FOUR 





1. The Ymoi react with horror to Mortis’ ghastly devices — the penny finally drops as they realise ће is not what he seemed. The female — 'Alien3' — puts 
her hand to mouth / looks appalled. 'Alien4' — the guy with largest gun; the more aggressive ‘soldier’ type who we saw earlier — angrily raises / cocks his 


blaster. Mortis slowly advances on them, 


ALIENS: T-THIS ISN'T RI 
ALIENI: MONSTER! 


un-intimidated by their weapons, in judgement mode, an evil glint in his eyes... 


GHT! 


MORTIS (wobbly): 7T! HOW QUICKLY THE LIVING REVERT TO TYPE. 


2. ‘Alien4’ blasts Mortis at point-blank range, the Dark Judge only a couple of steps away from him, his boney hand outstretched. The blast blows a hole 
through Mortis chest / belly area — rib-bones and rotten flesh fly in all directions, but he seems fairly unaffected by this. It stops him in his tracks / 


inconveniences him. His fob-watch migh 





It be visible, flying out as part of the exit wound. 


MORTIS (wobbly): © ANGER, VANITY, AGGRESSSION... 
LINKED: YOU CANNOT BE TRUSSSTED TO CONTROL YOUR PETTY EMOTIONSSS. 





3. Mortis’ bony / sharp, talon-like fingers slide into Alien4's eye-sockets. The alien flinches / contorts with pain. Alien blood oozes from the entry points 
as the flesh around the sockets rapidly rots. Mortis’ other hand effortlessly pushes his gun aside, which corrodes or crumbles to dust / components at 








his touch. 

MORTIS: | RESSST MY C, 
ALIEN#4: GHKK! 

4. Ju 


and is shakily levelling it at the Dark Ји 





ASSSE. 


ge Mortis — now with a ragged hole in his body where the blaster blew out his ribs — advances on Yool and Alien2. Yool has his hand-blaster drawn 


ge. But Mortis is hesitating — he is not bothered by the wound, but is more concerned about the watch which he 


has stashed inside his body. There is something precious about it — it has some unspoken value to him — so he looks down at the gaping wound with a 


mixture of anger and concern, perhaps 
М0 





29 


pokes into the gaping hole with опе hand, wondering where the watch has gone. 


IS (wobbly); MY WATCH! WHERE 1555 MY...? 


YOOL: S-STOP OR I'LL —! 


5. Judge Mortis, angered by the loss of hi 





5 watch, turns on Yool. He reaches into the alien's torso, vigorously pulling forth a length of whatever long, rope- 


ike organ passes for entrails in the Ymoi anatomy. 


MORTIS(wobbly: OR YOU WILL DO WHAT, EXACTLY -- ? 
LINKED: "LIVE LIFE TO ITS FULLESSST? 





6. Mortis places both hands on either si 
Perhaps Mortis lifts the rotting head / sk 





LINKED: FASSSCINATING. 


e of the science-officer / doctor's head. The flesh crumbles / fast-decays, revealing the alien's skull underneath. 
ull clean off from the alien's shoulders, pulling part of its spine / vertebrae with it. 


MORTIS (wobbly): YOU WEAR YOUR SSSKELETON ON THE OUTSSSIDE. 


E ü 
mo VANT Hs 


555510 


0% ры ү; "LIVE LIFE 
ЪО WHAT, TO ITSSS 
EXACTLY? FULLESSST'> 


S-STOP OR 
TLL! 


90 
555 Баг! 


wi 


0 
и 





КА 


PAGE FIVE 





1. Mortis forces the female alien, 'Alien3', to drink from the glass of Dead Fluids wine. The liquid runs down her chin / face as she half chokes / half 
swallows it. 


MORTIS (wobbly): НЕКЕ, LET ME GIVE YOU A TASSSTE OF THE ETERNAL... 


LINKED: DRIIIIINK... 
ALIEN#3: MNNHH! 


2. Mortis bends down towards us — our p.o.v. is on the ground, perhaps — and retrieves his fob-watch. As һе picks it up, we can just make out an 
inscription of the back of the watch. It says: WITH LOVE, FOREVER — J An echo of Mortis’ past life — a hint of some long-passed loved-one from when he 
was alive. The word "Forever" is significant and should be clearly readable, as it plugs into the riffing on immortality, eternity, etc and offers a clue to his 
condition. Behind him, the female alien clutches at her throat / chokes as the dead fluid wine takes effect — she is starting to transform into an undead 
corpse-creature, like the "Sisters" who are the Dark Judges' female counterparts. 


ALIEN#3: GHUUU... 
MORTIS (wobbly): AH, THERE YOU АВЕ. FOR A MOMENT І... 
LINKED: THOUGHT | HAD LOSSST YOU. 





3. A repeat of Page 1, Panel 1: just a shot of the face of Mortis’ fob-watch, his bony fingers partially visible, holding it. As before, the hands are stuck 
on midnight; the time is unchanged; the watch no longer works, but that's irrelevant to Mortis. The notion of time passing is something he still holds onto 
out of habit, despite him being immortal. 

CAP: IME SSSPEEDSSS BY. 
CAP: EVERY MOMENT A JOY, EVERY DAY A DELIGHT. 





4. This panel will be an echo of Panel 2 or 3 on Page 1: Mortis, in the fungal forest, as before. He replaces the watch within his body, a glass of the Dead 
Fluid wine in his other hand. This time he is accompanied by the female alien on his walk, but she is undead / ‘zombified’ — toadstools and fungal fruiting 
bodies have sprouted from her rotting head and body. It is ghastly, of course, but also has a sort of strange surreal beauty to it. Mortis looks towards 
her with a look of approval. He is no longer bored / dispirited. He has a ‘companion’. The Ymoi proved a delightful distraction. 


MORTIS (wobbly): А555 | HOPED, YOUR NANOWARE IMMUNE SSSYSSSTEM COMBINED WITH THE DEAD FLUIDSSS 
CREATE THE PERFECT COMPANION: SSSSILENT, EMOTIONLESSS, DEAD. 


LINK: COME! WALK WITH ME. LET ME WATCH YOUR BEAUTY SSSLOWLY BLOSSSOM. 








5. Mortis, now by the alien escape-pod, perhaps with one foot up on the open hatch — in a sort of victory pose — as if it is a foe he has defeated — the dead, 
rotting alien woman, blank and expressionless beside him. He raises his glass to the pod or the skies in a silent toast. Perhaps it could be a night-time 
sky, full of stars? 


MORTIS (wobbly): SEND YOUR MESSSAGE TO THE SSSTARSSS! WHEN THE УМО! COME WITH THEIR SSSHIP, 
SSSHALL BE WAITING. 


LINK: HAVE ALL THE TIME IN THE WORLD. 








6. Tight close-up. Mortis’ teeth, grinning, as he tastes his Dead Fluids wine and savours it. 
CAP: LIFE ISSS GOOD. 





DTP: HE END 


HERE, LE дн, THERE YOU 
WEEE pu DRITINK. Ç ав fora” 
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Or tHe 5 - 

ETERNAL. р 
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ASSS T HODED, 
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come! 
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THE TIME 
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LIFE 1555 GOOD. 


NEXT PROG: THE FEAR OF FEAR ITSELF! 
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PAGE ONE 





This is a five panel page with 


Panel One Here we have а 
ship is effectively a space hos 


hree tiers: one shallow, page wide panel on the top tier, and two panels each on the middle and bottom tiers. 


shot of the spaceship on which the story takes place as it flies through space at what looks like quite a leisurely pace. The 
ital, so it's about the size of... well, a hospital. Big enough for a few thousand patients. The ship has its name CADUCEUS 


IV painted in huge letters along its side, probably accompanied by а Caduceus symbol. There are no planets visible in space around the ship, only distant 


stars. There are two captions in a suitably ге! 


JAG FROM SHIP: THANK YOU 

LINK: Б 
МІМЕТҮ-НОН 

Panel Two Неге we're inside a vast, warel 





gigantic vending machines on the left of the 
ronts, denoting which blood grou 
has to be fore grounded. In the middle of the 
carton of food which is emitting s 
humanoid mind you) with a mad 
e a mix of men and women) are 


irate (left) has one balloon, as 


iratical tas 
oes the eati 


Pirate 1 (left): ENJOY IT WH 





hey've just taken a mouthful of in disgust. Т 


Gesturing Pirate: 


PIRATE RIGHT: 


Panel Four 
here is one big FX. 





SFX: VADDDOOM 


Panel Five 


LEASE TAKE CARE, YOUR FOOD WILL NOT REAC 


they contain. They can also contain other medical supplie: 
anel, dwarfed by the machines, we can see two mutant pirates, one of whom is lifting the lid on a takeaway 
eam. Really go to 


eavily armed and 


MILLION? PAH! MEDI-CRU 
OUTBREAK CONT 


BLEH! IT'S TRUE WHAT THEY SAY ABOUT THIS MEDI-CRUD! D 


FOR CHOOSING MEDI-SUST MEALS. 


T SECONDS. 


ouse like room which is bright white and clean 
panel which contain thousands of blood bags. 


own on the pirates in this story please — 


e in clothes. Think Adam and the Ants meet Ma 


ro computer font (maybe they could even be black with green LCD lettering?) 


YOUR SELECTION IS NOW READY. 


H OPTIMUM SAFE EATING TEMPERATURE FOR 


(as is the entire ship). There is a huge bank of what look like 
he vast machines have huge letters stencilled on their glass 
s such as bionic limbs, dressings, organs even, but the blood 


we want them to be really ugly, crazy looking mutants (mostly 
d Max and you won't go far wrong. Both pirates (the crew can 





he one who doesn't have the food is ges 
ng pirate (right). 





ILE I 


PIRATE 2 (RIGHT): ACH, DON'T SAY IT. A MILLION CREDS OF QUALITY PHARMA, A 
GET ANYWHERE TO SELL IT. 
Panel Three Here we've closed in on the duo. The pirate on the left is gesturing around him 


hey each have one balloon. 





SER FULL OF TRIAGE C 
ROL SUITES? BILLIONS ON THE 








uring at the blood as the duo walk towards us. The gesturing 


LASTS! CHILLBOX BACK-UP POWER WILL BE OFFLINE SOON. 


D IT'LL BE GLOOP BEFORE WE 


knowledgably. The pirate on the right is spitting out the food 


RAWLERS, TELESURGERY SYSTEMS, 
BLACK MARKET! 


SGUSTING! 





Here we have a shot of the two pirates being blown forwards off their feet by an explosion taking place off panel somewhere behind them. 


This is a shot of Durham Red and Vince Scampi (a Strontium Dog with the head of a lobster/prawn but otherwise human) standing in the 


hole which has just been blown from a little cargo bay into the main body of the ship. They both have their blasters up and are firing off panel towards us 
looking as bad ass as possible — it’s the iconic shot of the strip. Durham Red has two balloons, and Vince has one. 


Red: 
LINK: 
VINCE: 


BLASTERS TO STUN, SCAMPI. CREEPS MEAN CREDS, REMEMBER? 
MEDI-CORP DOESN'T WANT A HIGH BODY COUNT. 
WAIT, DURHAM RED SAYS DON'T KILL THE PIRATES? ARE YOU FEELING OKAY, RED? 


THANK YOU 
FOR CHOOSING 
MEDI- SUST MEALS. 
YOUR SELECTION 
IS NOW q 


ENJOY IT WHILE IT 
LASTS! CHILLBOX 
ВАСК-ЦР POWER 
WILL BE OFFLINE 
SOON. 


LEAN MOORE (<>) 
JOHN REPPION 


а 
DUURSEMA D 
мин GN 
TEAGUE D 


ни AN 


we QU 


CARE, YOUR FOOD 


OPTIMUM SAFE EATING 
TEMPERATURE FOR 


MILLION? PAH! 
MEDI-CRUISER FULL 
OF TRIAGE CRAWLERS, 
TELESURGERY SYSTEMS, 
OUTBREAK CONTROL 
SUITES? BILLIONS 

ON THE BLACK 
MARKET! 


LEH! ITS 


TRUE WHAT THEY \ 


SAY ABOUT THIS 
MEDI-CRUD! 
DISGUSTING! 


BLASTERS TO STUN, 
SCAMPI. CREEPS 
MEAN CREDS, 

REMEMBER? 


МЕР!-СОКР. 
DOESN'T WANT 
а HIGH BODY 





PAGE TWO 





This is a five panel page with three tiers. There are two panels on the 


Panelüne This small panel shows a small crackly shot of Red an 
looking at a monitor screen and we can see a bit of the monitor itself 


top, one in the middle and two on the bottom. 


Vince very similar to the one on the previous page only from a higher angle. We're 
too. There is small block of text over Durham Red on the screen, like the Terminators 


heads up. It has her name Durham Red, maybe the words Bounty Hunter if there's room. All the same green font as the vending machine please. We have 


one balloon from off bottom. 


Balloon (off): SEARCH/DESTROY AGENTS? OU 


Panel Two Неге we reveal the pirate captain who is looking down а 
metal patch over, one of his hands is a robotic hook like claw, and on 
looks like a little web or security camera with a rounded "head" which 
with his not cybernetic hand and speaking furiously into a microphon: 
we 
again later). The captain has two balloons. 





5 








НЕКЕ? 


Та bank of monitors. He has a huge beard, is missing one eye which he has a riveted 
is shoulder in place of parrot (on the side where he's missing an eye) he has what 
swivels around to “look” in place of the missing eye. The captain is pressing a button 
e mounted on the same console/desk which the monitors are on. Behind the captain 





can see various medical items and machines — prominent amongst these are two tall, thin, white medi-bots with multiple long thin arms (they crop up 


Captain: ALL HANDS TO DECK FOURTEEN. PAIR OF STRONTIUM DOGS RECKONING TO CASH US IN 


AT THE DOGHOUSE. 
LINK: PROVE 'EM WRONG. 


Panel Three This tier wide panel shows a view of three of the monitors in front of the captain. On the three screens we can see pirates in various parts 
of the ship jumping up from tables where they've been eating, drinking or playing cards, leaping out of hospital beds where they've been napping, and 


grabbing weapons as they rush out of rooms and down corridors. The! 





Captain (off): HEADING LARBOARD OUT OF S 


re are two captions from the captain, off bottom. 


ECTOR C2. SHUT “ЕМ DOWN AND BRING “ЕМ TO ME. 


LINK: GIVES US A CHANCE TO TO PLAY WITH ALL THESE SHINY, SHARP LITTLE TOYS. 





Panel Four This is a shot with Red and Vince on the right with thei 
corridor with three pirates running down it towards them/us. Vince ha: 
a second smaller blast pistol out from a pouch with her other hand. 
balloon, Red two. 


r back up against a wall. Vince right up against a corner, beyond which we can see a 
S his blaster held up to his chest, Red is holding her blaster in one hand and getting 
She has her fangs bared, and her eyes look more animal than usual.Vince has one 





Vince: WE'VE GOT COMPANY, RED. THREE OF THEM. 
RED: І HEARD THEIR HEARTS BEATING FROM DECK NINE. THEY SOUND STRONG AND... TASTY. 
LINK: ON MY MARK! 








PanelFive Here we һауе a shot with the pirates being blasted backwards towards us as Red and Vince leap out from their hiding place and open fire. 


Red has a gun in each hand and is firing both simultaneously as she 


Red: SLEEP TIGHT, BLOODBAGS! 


jumps sideways. There are three FX from the weapons and one balloon from Red. 


HEADING LARBOARZ 
OUT OF SECTOR 22. 
SHUT ЕМ DOWN 
AND BRING ЕМ 
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GIVES 
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HARP LITTLE 

TOYS. 


WE'VE GOT І HEARD THEIR HEARTS 
COMPANY, BEATING FROM DECK 
RED. THREE NINE. THEY SOUND 
OF THEM. 





PAGE THREE 





This is a five panel page with three tiers. There are two panels on the top, one in the middle, and two on the bottom. The middle tier is pretty shallow. 


Panel 0пе 


This smaller panel shows a view of a monitor showing Durham and Vince running down a corridor towards us. They're being shot at and 


Vince is returning fire over his shoulder, blasting yet another pirate off his feet. There is a small block of text onscreen next to Vince that says ‘Vince 
Scampi’ and then maybe ‘Bounty Hunter’ if there’s room. There are two balloons from the captain, off bottom. 
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Panel Three. 

hoses, and rail 
irates behind 
landing to the 





eft and right 


Left pirate: 
MIDDLE PIRATE: 





LINK: 


Panel Four. This is a shot 


This is a close s 
pears inside a 


ates chasing them, causing 


his is a wide shal 
5 and wires ап 
it firing across i 


DECK FOURTEEN, HEADING INTO AFT WARDS TWELVE TO TWENTY! 
PUT THOSE DOGS DOWN! 


ig c 
Пооп. 
YOU 


WEN 


HAVE THEM, LADS! 


o 
dia 

a 
he 


м/ panel across the mid 
5. It's a tricked out bed 
us with murderous inten 


of them, glancing off the bedra 











WHA 


VAMPIRE BOUNTY HUN 
ALMOST DEAD. 





ot of Red and Scampi hunkered down behind а big Triage Crawler. It has various arms and probes at one end, a conveyor 
nd hatches along its length to allow for things to be removed or put inside. It’s white and orange and neon green, and has 
caterpillar tracks for traversing warzones or rugged terrain. 
ight blinking on it, and a grille which has tl 
ouds of smoke and flash 


It has TC400- Triage Crawler stencilled onto it. Above it, we can see a camera pointing down 
е pirate chief's commands coming from it. Vince is turning to fire round the crawler at the 
es of gunfire. Red is looking up at the camera with her fangs bared. The grille has one crackle 


BEHIND THE ТС400! 


EED TO TAKE OUT THE CAPTAIN. WITHOUT HIM, THESE FOOLS ARE NOTHING. 


le of the page. We can see a big expensive looking hover bed/gurney with gas cylinders and 
hat hovers about three foot off the floor, and has a cool green light under it. We have three 
on their faces. The sheets on it are scorched by the gunshots, we can see Vince's own shots 
ils. The pirate on the left has one balloon and the one in the middle has two. 


IS SHE? DID YOU SEE THOSE FANGS? 





гот the end of the hover gurney, so we are looking along it at the three pirates along the lei 





ER. DOGHOUSE WANTS YOU ALIVE? SHE’LL CASH YOU IN HALF EMPTY. 


HEY PAY OUT, SHE GETS FED. NOBODY CARES. 


t side of it. There are sparks and 


smoke coming from the bed, and a crackle balloon too. There are straps and wires whipping out of it, as the gunfire sends it completely haywire. We can 


see one of the straps winding 
computer font) and one form 


JAG FROM BED: 
Right pirate: 


Panel Five. 
to it with straps and tubes w 


full of anaesthetic. They stru. 


retro font crackle balloon. 


JAG FROM BED: 


the right side pirate. 


WHA -? 


This is a shot of the bed still showering sparks and in a cloud of smoke rushing toward us along the corri 





NITIATING PROTECTIVE 


its way around one of the pirates arms but they haven't noticed yet. There is one crackle ba 


PATIENTS AT RISK. EVASIVE ACTION INITIATED. EVASIVE ACTION INITIA 


loon from the bed (again, in retro 


ED. 


or with the three pirates attached 


ich snake around their limbs and bodies. They are all being subdued with breathers over their mouths and noses, presumably 
ggle vainly at the straps etc. In the background we can see Red and Scampi escaping in 





he other direction. The bed has a 


STASIS IN FIVE SECONDS... FOUR SECONDS... THREE SECONDS... 
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PAGE FOUR 





his is a six panel page. It has two panels on the top, a really shallow letterbox panel under them, a big tall panel on the left, and then two little ones on 
he right next to it. 


Panel One. This is a shot of Red and Vince walking into a big room which seems to have a large pair of hatch doors making up the majority of its floor. 
We have noticed this, but they haven't. You could even put a big symbol on the trapdoors to make them more noticeable. Below them is a macerator/ 
urnace used for disposing of plague victims en masse or similar. In the background we can see some more medical robots, Triage Crawlers of various 
ypes with blood pressure cuffs, tubes, wires and probes. There are bandaging machines with great spools of bandage ready to wrap up a patient. There 
are hover gurneys like the one on the previous page. Red is looking at her Warrant Meter (which is basically an iPhone) and Vince is looking around at all 
he stuff as they pass through. Vince has two balloons and Red has one. 





Vince: WE'RE STARTING TO LOSE OUR ADVANTAGE HERE! 
LINK: WE NEED TO GET TO THAT CONTROL ROOM! 
RED: MEDICORP SENT THE SCHEMATICS TO THE WARRANT METERS. 


Panel Two. This is a small panel showing a screen in the control room glowing with the image of the pair of them іп the middle of the pair of trapdoors. 
We can clearly see the logo from this angle. They are little figures. In the foreground there is a big button with the pirate captain's hook pressing it. There 
are two balloons from the screen. 


Red on screen (JAG): IT LOOKS LIKE WE'VE TAKEN A WRONG TURN... 
LINK: WE NEED TO GET OUT OF HERE. 


Panel Three. This is a wide shot showing the trapdoor beneath their feet opening up down the middle of the room. We can see Red's feet one planted on 
either side of the gap. There is a balloon from Red and an FX from the floor. 


Red: TOO LATE! 





PanelFour. This is a big panel showing the floor tipping down in the centre to form a deep trough with steep slippery sides, and now spikes are 
emerging from holes in the sides, so create a massive metal toothed trap, capable of grinding them to pulp. Scampi is falling right into it, and Red is 
bracing herself, trying to hang on and climb up. Vince seems about to be diced, and Red might be next. Vince has one balloon, red has one and there is 
an FX from the spikes emerging. 


Vince: WHAT IS THIS, RED? 


RED: MACERATOR FURNACE. CONTAMINATED CORPSE DISPOSAL. THEY USED THEM AFTER THE 
BLOOD PLAGUES ON BALTOR-RANG! 


PanelFive. This is a small shot of scampi's head as the two sides of the trench begin to close together, trapping him between the spikes. He has terror 
in his tiny shrimp eyes. He has two balloons. 


Vince: ГМ HOPING YOU HAVE A PLAN BECAUSE I DON'T WANT TO GO OUT LIKE THIS! 
LINK: RED? 


Panel Six. This is a shot through the still opening doors to the room. We can see Vince, small іп the jaws of the macerator-furnace and beyond him the 
strange medical machines around it. He has one balloon. 


Vince: RED! GET ME OUT OF HERE! 
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PAGE FIVE 





PanelOne. This is a shot 


screens, so all very dark and 





Captain: 


Panel Three. This is a pane 
her with his other hand. She 


Red: 


racks and great spools of bandage, stood do 


of the pirate captain sat at his control desk, surveying 


his is a five panel page. We have two on the top, two on the middle and then a wide one across the bottom of the page. 


the mayhem on his monitors. If we can see anything of the monitors 


we can probably see pirates running trying to catch up with Red and Vince on one, and then the big macerator furnace on another. He is lit only by the 


scary looking in the control room. Around him, if we can see anything else, maybe we can see a bandage bot with caterpillar 


Captain: WELL? DO YOU HAVE HER? SOUND OFF, LA 
AG NO TAIL: THAT'S A NEGATIVE, CAPTAIN. SHE'S NOT COME BACK THIS WAY. 





WELL, GET HER! TEAR THE PLACE APART 


as her fangs out ready to sink into his neck and looks 


rmant nearby. There can be other robots too or trolleys etc, but the bandage bot is important. There is one 
alloon from the captain and one from the control bank, one of the screens with pirates on. 


DS! DO YOU HAVE HER? 


Panel Two. This is a tiny panel from behind the captain and we can see the silhouette of Red's leg and foot dangling into shot in the foreground as she 
lowers herself down out of a vent above him. He has one balloon. 


IF YOU HAVE TO! 


showing Red dropping onto the captain's back and attacking him and him trying to rake at her with his hook, and pulling at 


really ferocious and they each have one balloon. 


LOOKING FOR SOMEONE? MAYBE І CAN HELP? 


CAPTAIN: RAAAGH! LET ME GET MY HOOK ROUND YOUR NECK, YOU PARASITIC WITCH! 


Panel Four. This is a sho 


Red: 


PanelFive. This is a grea 
him up in the bandage. He is 
console. We can maybe see Si 


Captain: YOU WON'T HOLD ME! MY BOYS WILL BE H 


RED: SORRY, CAPTAIN, BUT YOUR CREW SEEM 
"М PUTTING THEM ALL ON STRICT BED REST. 


LINK: 


DON'T WORRY, 


reveal of the captain being grabbed from behind by tl 
shouting and thrashing about in rage. Red is over on 
campi's face on the screen peering from between the s 


BEFORE YOU CAN SAY AIRLOCK! 


from behind them as they struggle and fight. Red is in full vampire form, and has her fangs hovering over his neck, he is 
thrashing about and backing toward us. In the foreground we can see the arms of 


e bandaging bot sticking into shot. Red has one balloon. 


"LL MAKE IT TOTALLY PAINLESS... WELL, MOSTLY PAINLESS, AT LEAST. 


he bandage bot. The arms are whirring and whizzing about wrapping 
he right, running to slam her hand on the button by the screen on the 
pikes. The captain has one balloon and Red has two. 


ERE IN SECONDS! YOU'LL BE TREADING SPACE 
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PAGE SIX 





This is a four panel page with four wide letterbox panels one on top of the other. The bottom one is very shallow, so panel three can be bigger. 


PanelOne. This is a shot of two of the pirates laying in hovbeds, the covers up to their chins, their eyes closed and a look of peace on their faces. They 


have straps around them, and the green light from under the beds lights the whole panel. 


here are two balloons from Red, off panel bottom left. 


CAP: ‘SORRY, VINCE. | SHOULD'VE STOPPED THE MACERATOR AS SOON AS I GOT IN THERE. 


Panel Two. This is a shot looking along the row of beds, so we can see the two from the 


revious panel and a couple more maybe even the captain, all 


laying there in their hovbeds snug as bugs. The displays on the beds have little heart monitors so we can see the jagged line that shows they are all alive. 
On the wall it says REHAB/PHYSIO somewhere, just so we know. In the foreground on the left there is a blood bag hanging into shot from a drip stand. The 
pipe from the blood bag curls out of shot so we can't see what it leads to. In the right foreground we can maybe see the edge of some kind of swimming 
pool, one of the special rehab ones to retrain muscles in? There is one balloon from Red off panel left. 


CAP: “АТ LEAST YOU'RE HERE NOW. | MEAN, YOU COULDN'T REALLY ASK FOR BETTER FACILITIES.’ 


Panel Three. This is a reveal that Vince Scampi is in the pool in a pair of loud Hawaiian 5 














DTP: THE END 





orts or speedos, Red is using a hovbed as a sun lounger next 


0 the pool, and is laying there in her bikini sipping on the curly tube from the bloodbag like it's a bendy straw. Off in the background we can see pirates 
in hovbeds. There could be a big window out into the stars if you like, for extra glam. They each have two balloons. 


Red: COME ОМ, SCAMPI, I'VE SAID ГМ SORRY. 

LINK: WHAT DO YOU WANT? BLOOD? 

VINCE: STOP IT. YOU'RE KILLING ME. 

LINK: YOU SURE MEDI-CORP AREN'T GOING TO MIND YOU RAIDING THEIR CHILLBOXES? 


Panel Four. This is a long shot of the ship as it heads away into a lens flare from a distant sun. There are three balloons from Red inside the ship. 


FROM SHIP: WE'VE JUST SAVED THEM A LOT OF CREDS. І DOUBT THEY'LL MISS A BAG OR TWO OF THE 
GOOD STUFF! 

LINK: IT'LL TAKE THE SHIP WEEKS TO GET HOME. LET'S ENJOY IT. 

LINK: THINK OF IT AS A HOLIDAY... 





гі 
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PAGE ONE 





Frame 1 Open on a right hand page. First of five full width panels. We are in the Underverse. [Suggest black gutters/panel 
borders etc. whenever we're in this toxic hellhole.] Exterior. А barren gloomy doom-laden trashworld like Guano Island іп 
Peru with a rugged blasted terrain that stretches to a filthy smouldering horizon. The sky is gangrenous and the light is sour 
and all wrong. Everything shit in the Multiverse eventually settles out here. 


BOX: THE UNDERVERSE: 
BOX: MAMRE ENTROPY REEFS: 


Frame 2 Pan across to see more of this ravaged garbage-dump world with endless compacted trash-heaps and distant 
churning fires and plumes of black smoke reminiscent of the Kuwaiti oil fires of the first Gulf War. 

NO DIALOGUE 

Frame 3 Sudden cut to the POV of our narrator here as he surveys the terrain through a high-tech/high-mag thermo-sensitive 


heads-up "windscreen" display. It shows a cluster of about twenty illuminated signals at the mouth of a shallow gorge with 
alphanumerics and various tech data scrolling past. 


JINKS (0/p): I'VE GOT A FIX, TRIXIE! 

LINK: BEWILDERBEASTS АТ TWELVE O'CLOCK! THEY'RE GRAZING RIGHT NOW BUT IT CAN'T BE LONG 
BEFORE THEY NOTICE ГМ HERE. 

JAG NO TAIL: ISN'T THE SLATHERSUIT HOLDING UP? 


Frame 4 Frontal shot on Agent JAMES JINKS (as established back in Ep. 2) in ultra-cool biking leathers sat astride an even 
cooler-looking slambike. He is surgically grafted into a slathersuit — a black(-and-yellow/orange/green?) skin-tight latex-type 
material that combines S&M fetishwear, SWAT uniform, and the stillsuits from "Dune", and which also secretes some shiny 
super-lubricant. Some kind of cool aerodynamic helmet with a wide faceplate so we can see his face [http://www.evanscycles. 
com/categories/cycle-clothing/bike-helmets has some nice-looking gear]. The slambike is long and streamlined, like a cross 
between a dragonfly, the lightcycles in "Tron", and a professional sports motorbike only chunkier, more powerful, with various 
extra power units and "exhausts", etc. [This site has some good pictures with those swerving tilting angles that we want to 
replicate here http://www.motogp.com/en/photos/latest+photos.] 











JINKS: SLATHERSUIT'S FIFTY PER CENT EFFECTIVE AT BEST, AND WITH THEIR SENSORY APARATUS... 
SHIT, THOSE CREATURES SEE ROUND CORNERS AND HEAR IN SENSURROUND. 

LINK: KEEP THAT WAVE FUNCTION STABLE, TRIXIE. I'LL NEED TO GET UP CLOSE IF ГМ GOING TO TAG 
ONE. 


Frame 5 Flip scene so we're looking over Jinks’s shoulder as he hunches low over the “handlebars” behind a little swept-back 
protective “windscreen” with a heads-up display of data scrolling down one side. Red target symbols flash in warning. 





JAG NO TAIL: CAREFUL, JINKS. DON'T SPOOK 'EM... 
JINKS: DAMMIT! TOO LATE! 
LINK: THEY'RE ON TO ME! 
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‘SHIT, THEY'RE. à 
ALREADY JUMPING! 
CRITTERS ARE SO 
DAMN SKITTISH ITS 
UNREAL! 


ENTANGLERS, 
JINKS! BEFORE THEY 
ALL SIDEWIND/ 
IT'S NEW TECH! 


27 SWEETHEART, IT'S 
ALWAYS NEW TECH WITH 
| YOU GUYS FINGERS 
CROSSED IT WORKS 
THIS TIME/ 





THE YOUNG FEMRLES/ 
ENTANGLERS 
HOLDING FAST/ WE 
DID IT, TRIXIE? 


WE TAGGED 
OUR FIRST EVER 
 BEWILDERBEHST 
BUT I’M GOING TO 
BE DIRECTLY IN THE 
BACKWASH WHEN 
THIS BABY JUMPS, 





PAGES TWO AND THREE 





Frame 1 Double-page splash. Panoramic Widescreen panel spanning both pages. Cut to a blur of speed and chaos and 
power now as a herd of Bewilderbeasts stampede towards us through the Reefs, trifurcate hooves churning up a blizzard 

of litter and detritus. We're right in the middle of this stampede as the Bewilderbeasts come galloping-cum-leapfrogging 
past, bellowing and snarling, filling the air with snorting breath and strings of spittle. Bewilderbeasts are fabulous but nasty- 
looking creatures somewhere between а komodo dragon, a lion, a muscular elongated black rhino and a giant hand – but 
also utterly alien. Leathery greenish-orangey (?)skin with various luminous stripes and mottled effects (like lizards or tropical 
ish) or tiny glowing photophores like those on deep-sea creatures. They have six legs (the rear "thruster" pair being hugely 
overdeveloped), and maybe a semi-segmented thorax that gives them a vaguely centipede-like appearance. [This is just my 
ake on the creatures, Edmund. Feel free to do your own thing. As you'll see later, it's just important they're big and powerful 
enough for two or three people to ride them.] 





NKS: STAMPEDE! 


Frame 2 Suggest the rest of these panels are half the double-spread (i.e. full width of a single page). Dramatic frontal shot on 
Jinks gunning towards us on his flitterbike in a spectacular skidding curve. 


NKS: COVER'S BLOWN! ГМ GOING IN BEFORE THEY SCATTER! 


Frame 3 Overhead shot. Jinks roars after the fleeing stampede as the Bewilderbeasts start to jump-teleport away in panic. 
(They are the only living creatures able to spontaneously leap across realities using purely organic/physiological means, 

ough just how remains — currently — unknown.) Most are still here galloping ahead but a few of them corkscrew off into 

a flurry of psychedelic streamers — heads, shoulders, foreparts, etc. gradually fading away like steam with a back-spray of 
coloured sparks and plasma ribbons like St. Elmo's Fire, while their rear bodies are still visible. Jinks slaloming through the 
erd as Bewilderbeasts blink out of existence with little curly rainbow pencil-shavings of reality foam swirling and evaporating 
all around him. 

















INKS: SHIT, THEY'RE ALREADY JUMPING! CRITTERS ARE SO DAMN SKITTISH IT'S UNREAL! 

Аб NO TAIL: USE THE ENTANGLERS, JINKS! BEFORE THEY ALL SIDEWIND! IT'S NEW TECH! 

INKS: SWEETHEART, IT’S ALWAYS NEW TECH WITH YOU GUYS! FINGERS CROSSED IT WORKS THIS 
TIME! 


Frame 4 Now we're at Jinks's ear as he crouches low and peers through the heads-up display on his little “windscreen”. 
Similar setup as Frame 3, PAGE 1 — only now the POV is of a single Bewilderbeast targeted in flashing crosshairs. 


JINKS:(small) TARGETING... TARGETING... TARGETING... 


LINK: LOCKED! 


Frame 5 Look over the Bewilderbeast's bucking muscular haunches as a sailing luminous tag-snag hits and embeds deep into 
its flank like a harpoon. This line — an entangler — is barely real, a spiderweb-thin quantum coaxial ribbon that flashes and 
crackles and lashes like a blue-hot whip as the Bewilderbeast drags Jinks after it. Jinks yells and makes a triumphant fist, 
overjoyed he made the hit. 





JINKS: BULLSEYE! 
LINK: I'VE SNAGGED ONE OF THE YOUNG FEMALES! ENTANGLERS HOLDING FAST! WE DID IT, TRIXIE! 
LINK: WE TAGGED OUR FIRST EVER BEWILDERBEAST - BUT ГМ GOING TO BE DIRECTLY IN THE 


BACKWASH WHEN THIS BABY JUMPS. 





PAGE FOUR 





Frame 1 First of five full-width panels again. [Feel free to vary their narrowness, etc. as the scene warrants.] Flip scene. Now 
we're at Jinks's side looking forward as the Bewilderbeast swerves and... jumps! Its rearing forequarters vanish in a swirl of 
multicoloured fragments of warp-foam and the luminous streamers of the entanglers whip crazily as Jinks is dragged after it. 


JINKS: HERE WE GO! 
Frame 2 Crazy psychedelic POV now. Sideshot on Jinks's bike as it slews and swerves through the backwards-rushing stream 


of realities at some crazy motosport angle, skidding through the blizzard of quantum tickertape the Bewilderbeest leaves in its 
wake. Jinks hunched low over his controls like a speedster racing through a sandstorm. 











NKS: GETTING A FACEFUL OF QUANTUM FOAM HERE... ALL SPARKS AND LITTLE JIGSAW PIECES OF 
OTHER WORLDS... 
LINK: DAMN IT ALL, SHE'S BUCKING LIKE A BRONCO! 


Frame 3 Close frontal shot on Jinks flinching as he is dragged through the reality schism as if surfing face-first through a wall of 
oaming sea water. Trippy interference waves ripple out around and behind him, tunneling back through spacetime. [Think 
e opening titles of old style “Doctor Who”, where his face seems to emerge from the Vortex!] 


AG NO TAIL: SHE'S TRYING TO SHAKE YOU OFF! RANDOMLY LEAP-FROGGING TO DIFFERENT REALITIES! 
LINK: JUST HOLD TIGHT! 





Frame 4 And the psychedelia suddenly becomes cold dark outer space. Look over Jinks's shoulder again as the 
Bedwilderbeast speeds ahead, entanglers whiplashing as it veers off at an impossibly sharp angle like a UFO or a "Tron" 
ightcycle. Hanging massively in space behind all this is a vast super-scientific Nazi space station in the shape of a swastika. 





INKS: NO KIDDING? 


Frame 5 Cut to the sultry sweltering hothouse of Earth's early Carboniferous Period. A mist-wreathed prehistoric swamp 
illed with huge ferns and horse-tails and club mosses. A swarm of ugly giant Meganeura dragonflies scatter madly as the 
Bewilderbeast rips through thin air and slams front hooves down into the swamp, kicking up sprays of mud. 





NO DIALOGUE 
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PAGE FIVE 





Frame 1 Full-width panel. Single frame cutaway to that gloomy control room at Indigo Prime HQ. (These scenes relatively 
dark and empty to contrast with the clutter of the reality jumps.) Frontal two-shot on agents at their levitating control station 
—TRIXIE LaRUE and new boy MICKEY CHALLIS, a young cool bespectacled black guy with close-cropped hair and a tiny 
moustache and goatee. Challis is a cross between a rapper and Brains from “Thunderbirds” and is based on Brits winner 
Tinie Tempah. (Check out the third picture down with the orange jacket: http://www.myspace.com/tinietempah. He was also 
a recent guest on “Тһе Graham Norton Show": http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=/corll3aQzU&feature=related.) Trixie peers 
intently into monitors while Mickey punches in figures. 


RIXIE: KEEP THE BREAKS ON, JINKS! SHE'S TIRING! HER JUMPS ARE GETTING MORE PREDICTABLE! 
LINK: SHE'S NOT USED TO DRAGGING BARYONIC BALLAST LIKE THIS! 





Frame 2 Cut to a closeish frontal shot on Jinks, still hunched low peering through the heads-up “windscreen”. This time the 
reality he's speeding through is 18th Century France, a bright summer day, flitterbike tearing up the manicured lawn as 

he races through the grounds of Versailles. Perhaps a few bewigged French dandies leap back in horror as this high-tech 
apparition speeds past, barely avoiding collision. 





INKS: ME NEITHER! JUST GET A MOVE ON AND NARROW THE BANDWITH! 


Frame 3 Flip scene so we're with Jinx again, looking over his shoulder along the suddenly veering entanglers as they jump to 
another reality. Here Jinks’ flivverbike is flying high over a dream-like Moorish/Arabian cityscape full of bejeweled mosques 
and minarets that glitter in the smoky numinous light of sunset. 








JINKS: I DON'T KNOW HOW MUCH LONGER | CAN HANG ON BEFORE SHE THROWS ME OFF! 


Frame 4 Indigo Prime HQ. The dark anonymous control room. Another frontal shot on Trixie and Mickey at their levitating 
control stations, busily inputting data. 





TRIXIE: MICKEY, | NEED YOU TO SCATTERCAST A BURST OF STOCHASTIC CHAFF. WE'LL BLINDSIDE 
HER — WHITE OUT A WHOLE SWATHE OF PARALLELS. 

MICKEY: GET YOU. SQUEEZE DOWN HER POSSIBLE JUMP POINTS, YEAH? BACK HER INTO A CORNER. 

LINK: YOU GETTING THIS, JINKS? 

JAG NO TAIL: LOUD AND CLEAR, MICKEY. 


Frame 5 Side-shot on Jinks's flivverbike as he follows the Bewilderbeast's slipstream to another reality, the bike leaning at a 
crazy angle. We are in Dresden after the firebombing of World War Two. Ruins and rubble; heaps of corpses; wretched 
shellshocked survivors huddled around guttering campfires. [Just type “Dresden bombing” on Google Images for some 
cheery inspiration...] 








JINKS: WHAT ABOUT REDMAN? IS HE IN PLACE? 
JAG NO TAIL: IT'S ALL COOL, MAN. DANNY'S NEW AT THIS SO WE'RE GETTING HIM TO HANDLE IT WITH 
SGID GLOVES. 


LINK: YOU READY, DANNY? 
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Frame 1 Now we suddenly flip from horizontals to verticals. Firs! 


Closeish head-and-shoulders 


at he stares at his upraised hands. 
his open fingers is an array of small blocks of superconductive 
levitating silver dice or ice cubes, 
out around his hands like satellites around a planet. 


MATE, 
GIMP 


DANNY: 


LINK: 





he (unseen) screen below. 


MICKEY: BUC 


TO FREEFALL THROUGH UMPT 


Frame 3 Splash page. Look u 


strata of parallel realities stac 
he main focus.) He wears a 
it is fitted with extra add-ons 
durable because Danny is goi 


Frame 2 Cutaway to Indigo Prime H 


p for a dramatic full-figure s 
parachutist or base-jumper in freefall. He's wearing a big crazy kid's grin as he 
other in endless warping layers. (Nothing to distracting here though; Danny is 
s's, only Danny's is a different colour, with di 
ped generator packs, e 


n identical slat 


sho 


, PM 
sul 
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ed above еас 
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ike external hard-drive-sha 
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perhaps mainly rectangular (| 
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Q. Moody close shot on Mickey, serious now, his face is illuminated 


ESE BEWILDERBEASTS, THEY'RE FAST, MA 


EEN PARALLEL REALI 
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plummets towards us 


of two blade-like panels inserted into splash pic (Frame 3). 

on our lead character DANNY REDMAN, tense and sweaty, eyes gleaming with amazement 
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1. 


CAPTION: 


Night, in the search zone. Teeming with judges, searching premises, questioning passers by. Riding towards us, big in pic, is WILE, siren blaring, 
bike light blinding us. Close behind him comes the dark van. Across the front of it now, lit up, is the big word AMBULANCE. 


WITH A JUDGE ESCORT, THE KIDNAPPERS SLIP U 
THE CAPTIVE SCIENTIST AND FAMILY ABOARD. 


HINDERED THROUGH THE SEARCH CORDON, 


2. Back at Dead Easy, longish view looking along the floor towards the body of Elliott at the foot of the stairs. Nadia is backing over him, pouring a stream 


01 





y. 


iquid from a big canister. A trail of liquid leads from close fg up to where she is. SI 
CAPTION: 


WHILE AT DEAD EASY, THE FUNERAL PARLOUR, T 
STEPS. 


е has a spare canister with her. The lights are out. 


HE WOMAN CALLED NADIA TAKES THE NECESSARY 





. Now the canister in close fg as Nadia (out of view?) backs up the stairs pouring a 5 


ream of liquid that splashes on the stairs and down onto Elliott's 


WITH A JUDGE З _ 
THE KIDNAPPERS SLIP 
UNHINDEEED THROUGH 
THE SEARCH CORDON, 
У THE CAPTIVE SCIENTIST 
AND FAMILY > 











2 
NECESSARY STEPS, 


13 
па WILLSHER 


анне PARKHOUSE 
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. Back with the van. Inside the cab, Jerry driving - now also wearing a white tunic — and the others look tense as they see, up ahead, big flashing STOP 
AT CHECKPOINT sign and judges stopping traffic. 


ERRY: CHECKPOINT AHEAD. 
BOX: REMEMBER, THEY DON'T TAKE US ALIVE. 


2. Nadia has made her way into the reception area where she continues to slosh liquid, a discarded canister lying there as she works on the second. The 
ights have been turned off and through the windows we may see judge activity across the street (and remember, Elliott's bike is parked outside). 


3. Biggish. The judges at the checkpoint open the barrier (or stand aside if there is no barrier) and let Wile drive right through, one giving Wile a wave. 
he van is following close behind. 





UDGE: LET THEM PASS. 


4. Now the van speeds through unimpeded. 


5. The van is stopped in a dark side street. Wile pulls alongside. 


WILE: KILL THE ST ELMOS'S. 


6. Closer. Wile watches as the AMBULANCE sign fades out. Driver's window is open. 











WILE: THIS IS WHERE WE PART COMPANY. KEEP STRAIGHT ON THREE HUNDRED, RIGHT ON ZIMMER. 
THAT'LL BRING YOU OUT NEAR THE SKED. 

LINK: UNLESS THAT PRECOG'S PICKED UP ON YOU, YOU OUGHT TO BE IN THE CLEAR. 

JERRY: A COMFORTING THOUGHT. 


7. Any signage on the van is now completely out as Wile watches it speed away. 


CAPTION: COMFORTING TOO TO KNOW THEY HAD A TAME JUDGE ONSIDE. LIKE A SPREADING CANCER THEY 
HAVE REACHED INTO EVERY PART OF THIS SOCIETY. 





8. A brief view of Dave, gun in hand, in the back with the four coffins (on the racks), just the dimmest of safety lights on. 


CAPTION: AND ONCE THEIR CARGO IS DELIVERED, THE INFECTION WILL BE TERMINAL. 
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. Nadia has the laser rifle (Box had it last episode). She is backing out to the loa 


he building on the opposite side of Dead Easy's vehicle access alley. 





he roof. 


ing bay pouring the last dregs from the second canister as she comes. 


n far bg a Justice Dept hovership circles a hundred metres up, searchlight playing on the streets below. 


CAPTION: BUT NADIA...NADIA HAS MORE IMMEDIATE RETRIBUTION IN MIND. 


2. View from above, Nadia, practically in silhouette with the rifle slung over her shoulder, performs a leopard-like leap upwards to grab a projection on 


3/4, Side-on as she climbs swiftly higher up the building heading for the roof, about four storeys up, say / then closer as she swings herself up onto 





5. She stands of the roof, taking aim with the rifle at the spot by the loading bay where she's left the empty canister. 


6. She fires. A laser bolt streaks downward. 


7. The laser bolt strikes. There's a mini-explosion when the dregs of the canister 
along the trail she's laid. 





8. Flames streak along the floor, over Elliott's body and up the stairs. 


ignite — АМООМРН — and flames run away in through the loading bay 


9. Now flames run up and under the curtains and into reception, where there's a discarded canister, a wide pool of the accelerant, which is splashed all 


over the displays too. 


BUT NADIA... NADIA 
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/2. Big. A judge is checking Elliott's bike and another judge is just pushing open the door of the premises when the big pool of whatever it is ignites 
mightily. Flames gush out of the door, engulfing the judge, windows may crack or blow out. 

UDGE(on right): IT'S ELLIOTT'S BIKE. HE'S GOT TO BE INSIDE. 

UDGE 2: CONTROL, WE'RE AT DEAD EASY. DOOR IS UNSECURED-- 

FX: VADDOOOOM 


3. In her dorm at the Academy Hennessy, in her bunk, wakes suddenly, sits up, alarmed. Close on her. Flames lick in from previous and next pics to 
emphasise that this is connected, and amongst the flames two half-strength pics: a judge’s head exploding as a laser beam burns through his helmet // 
Dredd’s snarling face as blood spatters it.. 


HENNESSY: OH! 





4. Back to the action. The whole shop is well alight. Another judge — SINGER — is helping/dragging the one who was caught away from the flames, at 
some personal risk. 


SINGER: EXPLOSION 344 SOUTH NYM! JUDGE DOWN! 
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1. Nadia leaps, a running leap over a gap from one roof to the next. She is unnaturally strong and athletic 


2. Dredd speeding towards us into fg, close enough to see his name on his badge. À couple of judges follow in his wake. This is just a narrow cutaway, 


don’ 


DRE 
LINK: 


give it too much space. 


D: ON MY WAY! 
H-WAGON, REPORT! 


3. Up on the roof Nadia slams herself into cover — something that will prevent her being seen from above, like a boiler, or a water tank — as a hovership 
speeds overhead. 


4. Hennessy's dorm. The tutor who was on duty in the corridor earlier looks in on her. She's sitting up in bed. The noise has roused one or two others in 





the 


orm. 
TUTOR: SOMETHING, HENNESSY? 
HENNESSY: SHE'S GOING TO KILL HIM! 


5. Hennessy's face in fg here. The tutor has come over. 


TUTOR: WHO'S GOING TO KILL WHO? 

HENNESSY: NADIA. IT'S NADIA. SHE'S NOT NORMAL. SHE HATES HIM. SHE'S GOING TO KILL HIM. 
TUTOR: WHO? 

HENNESSY: JUDGE DREDD! | SAW IT! І SAW BLOOD -- 


6/7. NO DIALOGUE 
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1. The Dead Easy building is blazing nicely. Many judges are arriving, including Dredd, speeding under the overhead walkway. The glare from the neon 
Sign would prevent us getting much of a view of Nadia, and in any case our focus is on Dredd here. 


CAPTION: DISOBEYING GALAXY'S INSTRUCTIONS, THAT IS HARD. OBEDIENCE HAS BEEN INSTILLED IN HER 
FROM CREATION. 


2. Up on her perch Nadia unslings her laser rifle and readies it, watching Dredd below. He joins other judges at the periphery of the fire, now a blaze too 


fierce for any to think of entering. Singer, somewhat singed, comes up to report. 


CAPTION: BUT THIS PRIZE IS TOO PRECIOUS TO IGNORE. 


3. Now in close on Dredd and Singer. We can see a hovering fire engine arriving to start tackling the blaze. 





SINGER: WE GOT A CALL TO CHECK ON ELLIOTT. HE'D TIMED INTO THE PREMISES AT 2201, HADN'T 
RESPONDED SINCE. WHOLE PLACE WENT UP AS WE WENT IN. 

DREDD: SO ELLIOTT'S STILL IN THERE? 

SINGER: IT'S POSSIBLE, SIR. PROBABLE, | GUESS. I... 





4. Singer looks round at the blaze, dismayed. Dredd gets a radio message. 


JAG NO TAIL: WE HAVE A RELAY FROM CADET HENNESSY, MARKED URGENT. MESSAGE READS: BE AWARE, 
NADIA IS GOING TO KILL YOU. SHE IS ARMED WITH A LASER RIFLE. THERE IS A FIRE NEARBY. 

LINK: MAKE ANY SENSE? 

DREDD: ENOUGH. 








LINK: SOITSASHE. THAT'S PROGRESS AT LEAST. 
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1. Nadia takes aim. Show | 


is front on so we can see the advertising sign. 


2. The rifle firing, close, narrow, inset on above pic, perhaps. 


CAPTION: SO MUCH BLOOD ON THIS MAN'S HANDS. 


3. Thelaser beam burns rigl 
launch himself to Dredd's ai 
a one-way trip to resyk. 


SINGER: SIR - ! 





DTP: DON' 


t through Dredd's helmet, frying his brain, exiting the other side with a splurt of blood and brain matter. Singer is about 10 
, but of course it's too late. Dredd is dead. Kaput. He is a late judge. He has kicked the bucket, bought the farm, taking 


MISS THE BLOOD-SPLATTERED CONCLUSION LATER THIS PROG! 


TULL BRING A LUMP то убок THRON! 


DONT MISS THE BLODIBOPLATIERED, CONCLUSION - LATER THIS PROG! 
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1. Continuation of last scene, but pull back a little so we see the judge who's actually got shot falling, Dredd behind him splattered with blood, Singer 
rushing towards Dredd, about to make contact. Now we see what was really happening at the end of last episode. Bit of a cheat, but there you go. 
CAPTION: A PASSING JUDGE INTERCEPTS THE SHOT MEANT FOR DREDD – 

SINGER: GET DOWN! 


2. Nadia's not wasting time, she gets off a second shot. 


3. This one unfortunately slices through Singer's shoulder blade as he carries Dredd over and down. It comes out the other side and then, diffused, burns 
through Dredd's uniform around the heart area, and on into his flesh. 

CAPTION: THE SECOND FARES A LITTLE BETTER — 

SINGER: UNNH! 


4. Dredd's not mortally wounded though he's got a seeping cavity in his chest. As judges around him identify the source of the laser fire and draw their 
weapons Dredd is already wriggling out from under Singer and getting off three quick shots. This would be our best chance this page to take in the scene 
as a whole — the blazing shop building, hovering fire engines battling it, judges all over the place, h-wagons in the sky — unless you can spot a better 
place. 


CAPTION: HALF-BLINDED BY BLOOD AND BRAIN MATTER, DREDD CAN'T BANK ON ACCURACY — 
FX: BDAM BDAM BDAM 





5. Three bullets home in and thud into her — two in the same shoulder, one in the side. 


CAPTION: — BUT HEATSEEKERS FIND THEIR MARK. 


6. Nadia slumps back behind the neon sign, examines her bloodied hand as it comes off the wound in her shoulder. Anguished expression - she's fucked 
up. Bullets crash through the sign behind her but she is oblivious. 
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1. Now a load of judges open fire and an h-wagon, dipping down, adds a mach 
along behind the sign, and bullets and laser are shattering the sign all aroun: 
what | said above. 


JUDGE: THERE HE GOES! 


2. Nadia leaps from the sign towards the covered walkway, a gap of a good ten mel 
few stray bullets follow her but none hits. 





3. But even as her hand grasps one of the walkway's supporting girders a bullet s| 
OFF: IT'S A WOMAN! 


4. In bg Nadia is falling. Dredd is rising, hole in his chest, judges look at him wit 


DREDD: CEASE FIRING! 
MEDIC: SIR, LET ME LOOK AT THAT — 


ine gun stutter of laser. We can vaguely see Nadia making her мау 
her. Actually, this is a good place for a wide scene-setter. Ignore 


res. But even wounded, she's like a flying gibbon (but more comely). А 


ams through the back of her hand. Close on this. 





concern. Nearby medics arrive to tend Dredd and Singer. 
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1. Nadia lands, heavily. Dredd brushes the medic away, heads towards her. 


DREDD: LATER! TEND TO SINGER! 


2. Nadia lies inert, seemingly dead. Her hand — the one with the bullet hole — is flat on the ground, concealing a knife below it. Other judges move in 
warily, keeping her covered. Dredd pushes his way through them. 


CAPTION: ONE LAST CHANCE. 
JUDGE: SHE'S DEAD. 


3. They're all gathered round her. She hasn't moved. Dredd is crouching down by her. The wounds on her shoulder are clear to see. There's a little pool 
of blood under. A judge leans over Dredd's shoulder. 











CAPTION: DO NOT TENSE UP. DO NOTHING TO BETRAY YOUR INTENTIONS. PREPARE YOURSELF. 

JUDGE (standing: WHO WAS SHE, SIR? 

DREDD: ADIA, | ASSUME. 

4. Close. Nadia snaps into motion, her hand coming up and round and we see, in this close, narrow shot, that the knife she'd concealed is coming up 
into her hand. 

CAPTION: HEN MOVE, SO SWIFTLY YOUR HAND IS JUST A BLUR -- 

5. Big. SH-Tunkk, Dredd starts to jerk back but too late. She buries the knife up to the hilt in his neck, so deep the point comes out the back. I'm not 


a 
= 
Ei 


where in the neck you can stab someone without killing them, a bit off central | would guess, but it's still got to look good, a thorough skewering. 


CAPTION: — AND THE OLD DEVIL DOESN'T REACT SO QUICKLY ANYMORE. 























THEN MOVE, 


50 
SWIFTLY YOUR HAND 
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1. Dredd staggers back, reaching for the knife embedded in his throat as judges pile onto Nadia, with difficulty dragging her hands away, one of them 
clubbing her with a daystick. A judge close to Dredd screams for a medic. 


JUDGE: TAKE HER DOWN! 


2. They've pulled her off Dredd but with a mighty heave she throws three or four of them off her, like in a Marvel comic. 


CAPTION: HER WORK IS NOT FINISHED. ONE GOOD TWIST OF THE BLADE — 
JUDGE: DAMN! SHE'S SOLID STEEL! 


3. Three or four judges — including at least one of the ones she threw off, pump bullets into her. She jerks like a marionette. 
CAPTION: BUT THE OPPORTUNITY NEVER COMES – 











4. Nadia falls, dead, bleeding from multiple holes, right in front of Dredd who has fallen to his knees and is grasping the handle of the knife in both hands. 
Behind him a couple of medics are rushing up, outlined by the flames of the shop. 


5. With gritted teeth Dredd yanks the knife out just as the medic reaches him. 
MEDIC: MED WAGON! NOW! 


HER WORK 16 NOT 
FINIZHED. ONE ФООР 
TWIST OF THE BLADE — 
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up, an emergency tracheotomy performed, oxygen bein’ 
long on this. 


2. At the other end the medics pass Dredd on to a wai 


DOC: 
DOC 2: LET’S GO, PEOPLE! 


3. Small external of the hospital, St David Icke, inse 
rivate room, hooked up to all sorts of monitors. Okay, 


CAPTION: TWO DAYS LATER – 


HALDER: H 
VERBAL NOTES, AND | TA 





DEAD. 


4. Headshot of Dredd. He's looking pretty weak, his t 
гот slightly below and to the side. 








OFF: YOU UP TO HEARING WH 
DREDD (wobbly): HEARING'S OKAY. TALKING... М 











. Split: a med-wagon speeds through the streets, siren blaring / inside the medics struggle to staunch Dredd’s bleeding. A blood drip has been fixed 


g pumped straight into his lungs. Neither of these pics need be large, | don't want to dwell too 


iting medical team. 


'S LUCKY YOU GOT TO HIM SO QUICKLY. 


on pic of Halder, a fiftyish, female judge has come to visit Dredd, who is propped up in bed in a 
the helmet problem. He would look too silly lying there in a helmet and there’s no reason to hide 


is face, so you're just going to have to choose appropriate angles on him, interpose pieces of equipment etc, so that nothing more than usual is seen. 


ALDER. THEY РОТ ME IN TEMPORARY CHARGE. І PIECED THINGS TOGETHER FROM YOUR 





LKED TO YOUR YOUNG PRECOG. 


DREDD (wobbly): HOW IS... HENNESSY? ANY MORE FROM HER? 
HALDER: ZERO. SHE’S BEEN PRETTY MESSED UP BY THE WHOLE EXPERIENCE. SHE THOUGHT YOU WERE 


roat bandaged, a drip (no longer carrying blood) still in but not the trach tube. I'd angle this one 


DREDD (wobbly): FOR ONCE ... GLAD SHE GOT THINGS WRONG. 


AT WE'VE GOT? 
OT SO GOOD. 


5. External of Dead Easy, just a charred shell now. It's fenced off from the public, a judge stands guard. 


CAP: 'THE FIRE AT DEAD EASY 
AS WELL AS ANYTHING 


WAS DELIBERATE. ACCELERANT WAS MYLOPROFENE, SPLASHES OF THE 


SAME ACCELERANT ON NADIA'S SKIN AND CLOTHES. WE'RE ASSUMING SHE'S NADIA – IT WILL DO 


CAP: ‘DESTRUCTION WAS NEAR TOTAL, BUT THEY DID FIND REMAINS OF A HYPODERMIC SYRINGE 


IDENTIFIED AS BUSINESS 




















CAP: 'THE SAFE IN THE UPSTA 
CARTHY AND JEREMIAH 
THOUSAND CREDITS, AN 
MENTIONED. 

CAP: HOUGH WE CAN'T DEFI 

















BELIEVED TO CONTAIN COMATIN, THE SLEEP DRUG, NOT SOMETHING YOUR AVERAGE MORTICIAN 
HAS USE FOR. APART FROM ELLIOTT THERE WERE OTHER HUMAN REMAINS, BUT THEY'VE BEEN 


RELATED 


RS OFFICE CONTAINED К IDs АМО OTHER DOCUMENTS FOR KAREEN 
ANDERSON, PAYCARDS AND CASH TO THE VALUE OF TWENTY-FOUR 
D TWO HANDBLASTERS, NEITHER OF THEM THE ARMCO 419 HENNESSY 





NITELY LINK BILLY HESTER TO THE PREMISES, | THINK IT'S SAFE TO 


ASSUME THAT'S WHERE HE WAS MURDERED. | TAKE HIM TO BE A MEMBER OF THE GROUP WHO 
FOR SOME REASON BECAME EXPENDABLE.’ 





6. Back to Dredd’s hospital room. There’s a wall screen and Halder has brought up on it separate pictures of Jerry and KC. 





HALDER: JEREMIAH ANDERSON H 


JAS BEEN THE REGISTERED OWNER OF DEAD EASY SINCE 2126. 


IMMIGRATED FROM BRIT-CIT IN 2124 WITH A DIPLOMA IN LEVEL 3 TAXIDERMY FROM THE LONDON 


SCHOOL OF DEATH. 
LINK: SHARES AN APARTMENT 





IN THE FELDER BUILDING WITH HIS ASSISTANT, KAREEN CARTHY, ALSO 





A NATURALISED BRIT. NO EVIDENCE OF A RELATIONSHIP WITH ANDERSON PRIOR TO '26, NO 
EVIDENCE OF ANY KIND OF CONJUGAL RELATIONSHIP. THEY KEEP SEPARATE BEDROOMS. 


OFF (WOBBLY): YOU... HAVEN'T FOUND THEM? 











HALDER: NEGATIVE. WE’VE HAD AN ALL UNITS OUT FOR THIRTY-SIX HOURS. COULD BE THEY’RE DEAD TOO. 
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‘THE FIRE AT DEAD EASY WAS DELIBERATE. 
ACCELERANT WAS MYLOPEOFENE, SPLASHES 
ОР THE SAME ACCELERANT ON NADIA'S SKIN 
AND CLOTHES. WE'RE ASSUMING SHE'S NADIA 

— IT WILL DO AS WELL AS ANYTHING. 


JEREMIAH 
ANDERSON HAS BEEN 
THE REGISTERED OWNER OF 
DEAD EASY SINCE 2126. IMMIGEATED 


FROM BRIT-CIT IN 2/24 WITH A 


DIPLOMA IN LEVEL 5 TAXIDERMY 
‘DESTRUCTION WAS NEAR TOTAL, BUT THEY DID FIND Boer АМ 


AINS OF A HYPODERMIC SYRINGE BELIEVED ТО 
CONTAIN СОМА THE SLEEP DRUG, NOT SOMETHING 
YOUR AVERAGE MORTICIAN HAS USE РОК. APART 
FROM ELLIOTT THERE WERE OTHER HUMAN REMAINS, 
BUT THEY'VE BEEN IDENTIFIED AS BUSINESS RELATED. 


HE SAFE IN THE UPSTAIRS grece CONTAINED 
FALSE Іра AND OTHER DOCUMENTS FOR KAREEN 
CARTHY AND TEREMIAH ANDERSON, PAYCARDS AND 
CASH TO THE VALUE OF TWENTY-FOUR THOUSAND 
CREDITS, AND TWO HANDBLASTERS, NEITHER OF 
THEM THE AEMCO 4/4 HENNESSY MENTIONED, 


‘THOUGH WE CAN'T DEFINITELY LINK BILLY 
HESTER TO THE PREMISES, I THINK ITS SAFE 
TO ASSUME THATS WHERE HE WAS MURDERED, 
I TAKE HIM TO ВЕ A MEMBER OF THE GROUP. 
WHO FOR SOME REASON BECAME EXPENDABLE.’ 


FROM THE LONDON SCHOOL 


OF DEATH. PARTMENT IN THI 


Ар; 

FELDER BUILDING WITH HIS 
ASSISTANT, КАКЕЕМ САЕТНУ, 
ALSO А NATURALISED BRIT, NO 

52 ОБА RELATIONSHIP | WITH 
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РЕКЕ ОЕ ANY AND. "d 
CONTUGAL RELATIONSHIP. 
THEY KEEP SEPARATE 
BEDROOMS, 


NEGATIVE. 
WE'VE HAD AN 
ALL UNITS OUT FOR 
THIRTY-SIX HOURS, 
COULD BE THEY'RE 
DEAD TOO. 





PAGE SIX 





. Now a big shot of Nadia comes up on screen. 


HALDER(OFP): NADIA ARRIVED THREE DAYS AGO ON THE SCANDANAVIAN EXPRESS UNDER THE NAME SILVA 
TORSEN. OCCUPATION GIVEN AS COSMETICS IMPORT. SHE'S VISITED THE CITY ON SEVERAL 
EARLIER OCCASIONS BULK BUYING FROM SUMP CO. 


LINK: SHE TOOK A ROOM AT THE HIROSHIMA, SECTOR 1. NOTHING THERE THAT SHEDS ANY LIGHT, 
THOUGH IT LOOKED LIKE SHE EXPECTED TO COME BACK. SHE WAS BOOKED TO ATTEND UGLY-CON. 
LINK: WE'RE CHECKING INTO HER BACKGROUND BUT IT'S GOING TO BE ALL SMOKE AND MIRRORS. YOU 


KNOW WHAT IT'S LIKE WITH THESE PEOPLE. 


2. Dredd's chin in fg. 


DREDD (wobbly): THESE PEOPLE? 


HALDER: I HAVENT TOLD YOU THE BEST BIT — OR THE WORST, | SUPPOSE. WE RAN A DNA CHECK. 

SHE'S A GENETIC CONSTRUCT. EXPERIMENTAL BACK THEN, PART OF THE EAST-MEG 1 DRIVE TO 
CREATE THE SUPERHUMAN. JUDGING BY HER AGE SHE MIGHT HAVE BEEN ONE OF THE LAST 
BEFORE YOU NUKED THEM. 





3. Just Dredd's semi-snarl. 


DREDD (wobbly): EAST-MEG... YES, | CAN SEE IT NOW. | SEE THEIR MARK ON THIS. 
LINK: BUT WHY? WHAT WAS IT ALL FOR? NOT JUST TO GET ME... HAS TO BE MORE. 


4. A forensics tech examining inside the limo that ће Yurges family were abducted from — now transported to a justice dept lab — picks up in tweezers а 
tiny sliver of window glass with a slight reddish tinge at the point. 


CAP: 4 THINK WE CAN ANSWER THAT ТОО. FORENSICS FOUND A SMALL, BLOOD-STAINED SLIVER ОҒ 
GLASS IN THE VEHICLE THE YURGES FAMILY WERE ABDUCTED IN. 
CAP: “THERE WAS BLOOD ON IT. THEY EXTRACTED DNA. ІТ BELONGS ТО KAREEN CARTHY.’ 


5. Halder reports to Dredd again. 


DREDD (wobbly): ^ YURGES...? REFRESH MY MEMORY. 


HALDER: ELMORE YURGES, USED TO BE BIG IN THE BIO-WARFARE RESEARCH FACILITY. HE REPORTEDLY 
DEVELOPED A MICRO-ORGANISM ESTIMATED TO BE FATAL IN NINETY-NINE POINT EIGHT PER CENT 
OF CASES. QUIT, REFUSED TO DIVULGE ANY INFORMATION. 


6. A hovership has set down near a secret East-Meg base on the steppes. Roughly (and warmly) dressed sovs are there to help as four coffins are 
unloaded. 


LINK TO 5: WE'VE PUT A WATCH ON ALL PORTS OF EXIT, BUT IF WE HAVEN'T FOUND THEM BY NOW, CHANCES 
ARE THEY'VE BEEN SMUGGLED OUT OF THE CITY... 


DTP: NEXT PROG: DESPERATE STEPPES! 
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PAGE ONE 





1. Page wide establishing longshot of the town(ship) of Badrock, set in the scrubby wilderness. A late afternoon, early dusk, 
with cold winds lifting the dust, and lights on in the homesteads. A spare, meagre place. In the foreground, a waymarker sign, 
very “Western”, reads “Welcome to Badrock, pop 986”. 


Cap 43 REGA. A SPITBALL WORLD ON THE ASS-END OF NOWHERE. ONLY HAS ONE CLAIM TO FAME 
IN THE HISTORY BOOKS... 
CAP FIVE YEARS AGO, THE COMBINED FORCES OF MEGA-CITY ONE FOUGHT AND STOPPED THE 


ZHIND INVASION HERE. 


2. Page wide, pan around to look out across the “badlands” at the town limits. Incidentally, we see the bright running lights of 
a shuttle coming in low out of the dark skies. 

















СА THE WAR WAS FOUGHT OUT THERE. OUT THERE, THE BADLANDS ARE LITTERED WITH 
RUSTING 
MIL-TECH AND BLEACHING BONES. HUMAN AND OTHERWISE. 

САР SINCE THE WAR, THE MEG COLONY TOWNSHIPS ОМ 43 REGA HAVE TRIED TO REBUILD AND GET 
ON. 


3. Page wide, tracking the shabby, rattling bulk shuttle as it comes in over the landing pens at the edge of the town. Crowds 
have gathered. 


CAP TOWNSHIPS LIKE BADROCK. SIX THOUSAND KLICKS FROM ITS NEAREST NEIGHBOUR, IT 
RELIES ON THE WEEKLY SHUTTLE RUN FOR SUPPLIES... 
CAP ...AND MEGA-CITY LAW ТО KEEP IT SAFE. AND THE ONLY LAWMEN THIS FAR OUT FROM EARTH 





ARE THE COLONIAL MARSHALS. 





4. Page wide, on the local dignitaries at the landing field, bracing against the backblow of the dust kicked up by the landing 
shuttle, as they wait in their foul-weather gear and coats. We see the local town elders, which include: JOHNSTONE 
GAMMADGE, the portly local civic leader (mayor), PAYSON TOLLRIGHT, the welfare officer (tall, thin), and NERYS PETTIFER, 
clerk to the marshal (basically a "cadet Judge" who works for the colonial marshal but has nothing like the training. Nerys is 
nervous, lacking on confidence, and maybe gawky and “big-boned”. She will develop a crush on Lawson). 














CA SO BADROCK AND ITS ASSEMBLED WORTHIES ARE LOOKING FORWARD TO GETTING A NEW 
ONE... 

GAMMADGE HERE SHE COMES, REGULAR AS ROUGHAGE. 

CAP SAYS JOHNSTONE GAMMADGE, THE LEADER OF THE CIVIC COUNCIL. 

TOLLRIGHT GET THE SIGN OUT, IF YOU PLEASE, CLERK. 

САР SAYS PAYSON TOLLRIGHT, THE COMMUNITY WELFARE OFFICER. 


5. Match shot, but Nerys awkwardly displays the sign, which reads “MARSHAL LAWSON” like an airport cabbie. 


Pettifer YES, SIR. 
САР SAYS NERYS PETTIFER, CLERK TO THE OFFICE OF THE TOWN MARSHAL. 
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PAGE TWO 





1. Page wide, interior, the passenger cabin of the shuttle. Loads of seats, only one occupied - by Lawson. 


Es 


[no 


ablish the emptiness. 


dialogue] 


2. Page wide, track in on Lawson for our first proper look at her. As she glances out of the window of the landing shuttle 





and frowns. 
Lawson OH, FOR DROKK'S 5АКЕ... 
CAP SAYS COLONIAL MARSHAL METTA LAWSON. 


3. Splash filling rest of the page as Lawson walks, full figure, down the shuttle ramp towards us. 


LAWSON HI. 
(JOINED) SOMEONE ORDER A MARSHAL? 


a 


ғ * 
< 2x 
'OLONIAL ӨТ Й 
-AWSON. |. 
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PAGE THREE 





1. Page wide. Side shot as the eager Pettifer (moving from frame left) leads the worthies to meet Lawson. 











PETTIFER MARSHAL LAWSON! HELLO! HELLO! 

(JOINED) ІМ YOUR CLERK, AND MY NAME IS PETTIFER. 
LAWSON | GET A CLERK? 

PETTIFER YOU SURELY DO! 

LAWSON I'LL CONSIDER MYSELF BLESSED. 


2. Pettifer leans in "conspiratorially" to speak to Lawson. 








PETTIFER (whisper) CAN | ASK? WHY DID YOU SAY ‘DID SOME ORDER A MARSHAL? 

(JOINED) YOU WERE APPOINTED TO US. TO THE COMMUNITY. 

LAWSON (WHISPER) UH, OKAY. | TEND TO BE FLIPPANT AND INAPPROPRIATE WHEN ГМ PUT IN AWKWARD SOCIAL SITUATIONS. 
(JOINED) OR, LIKE WHEN SOMEONE STANDS TOO CLOSE TO ME. 

(JOINED) ГМ ARMED. 


. Match shot. Pettifer recoils, laughing nervously. 























PETTIFER HA HA! 

(joined) SORRY, SORRY! 

(JOINED) LET ME INTRODUCE THE WORTHIES. 

LAWSON WE HAVE WORTHIES NOW? 

4. Pettifer intros Lawson to the others. Hands are shaken. 

Pettifer MARSHAL LAWSON, THIS IS CIVIC LEADER GAMMADGE AND COMMUNITY WELFARE OFFICER 
TOLLRIGHT. 

LAWSON PLEASED, I'M SURE. 

GAMMADGE WELCOME, MARSHAL. 

(LINK) WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO SEE FIRST? 

LAWSON THE INSIDE OF THE TOWN SALOON? 





5. Match shot, double take. Lawson smiles. 





LAWSON .. SORRY, WAS THAT SOMEHOW A TRICK QUESTION? 
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PAGE FOUR 





1. Exterior, the town's main saloon. 


FROM BAR SYNTHOL, STRAIGHT, FOUR FINGERS. 


2. Pull up, Lawson on a barstool with Pettifer beside her, and the barman looking at her, preparing to pour a drink. Saloon life 
all around. Pettifer looks at Lawson in alarm. 








Barman FOUR? 

LAWSON РМ DRINKING FOR TWO. 
PETTIFER YOU'RE PREGNANT? 
LAWSON NO, WHY? 

PETTIFER YOU SAID... 





3. Lawson sips her drink and looks at Pettifer. 











LAWSON 1 FIGURE THERE'S А МАМ SOMEWHERE IN THIS UNIVERSE WHO ISN'T GETTING THE DRINK HE 
NEEDS RIGHT NOW. I'M DOING THIS FOR HIM, EXISTENTIAL-WISE. 

PETTIFER YOU'RE NOT WHAT | EXPECTED. 

LAWSON NOT WHAT YOUR WORTHIES EXPECTED EITHER, І FEEL. GAMMADGE AND TOLLRIGHT SEEMED 


AFFRONTED THAT ALL I WANTED TO VISIT WAS THE BAR. 


4. On Pettifer as she hunches down and slurps a soda through a straw. 


PETTIFER WELL, THERE'S A LOT MORE TO BADROCK THAN THE SALOON. THEY HAVE... CIVIC PRIDE. 


(JOINED) THERE'S THE MEGABUILD, JUST OUTSIDE TOWN... THAT DEVELOPMENT IS COMING ALONG 
NICELY. THEN THERE'S THE MAGLEV LINE... THE MINES TOO... 





5. Lawson looks at Pettifer, still sipping. 


LAWSON YES, BURSTING WITH NEW HOPE. TELL ME, PETTIFER , HOW DOES THE UPLIFT WORKFORCE 
GET ON WITH THE MUTIES? HOW ARE THE MEKS FARING? 

(JOINED) | HEARD THERE WERE INDIGENOUS ALIENS TOO? PROBLEMS THERE? 

PETTIFER UHM, ALL SORTS, | GUESS. 

LAWSON | GUESSED SO TOO. 

(JOINED) THAT'S WHY | CAME TO THE SALOON. FORGET THE GUIDED TOURS. YOU GET ALL THE 


QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS AT A TOWN’S SALOON. 
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PAGE FIVE 





1. She turns back to the barman. 


Lawson PLUS YOU GET DRINKS. 
(JOINED) ANOTHER, BAR STEWARD. 


2. She turns and looks across the saloon at some of the very miserable local aliens squatting forlornly in a corner doorway, 
sharing a bottle of grog. She speaks to Pettifer quietly. Phil - these sad creatures should have some species resemblance to 
the Zhind, | think. 


LAWSON THOSE GUYS OKAY OVER THERE? 
PETTIFER THE LOCALS? THE ABS LIKE THE SYNTH A LITTLE TOO MUCH, IF YOU KNOW WHAT | MEAN. 


3. Closer shot on the blank, miserable aliens. 


OFF DON'T EVER EXPECT TO GET ANY SENSE OUT OF THEM. 


4. Lawson looks back at Pettifer. 


LAWSON SO WHERE'S MUNCE, INC. IN ALL OF THIS? 


(LINK) І MEAN, MUNCE, INC. PAYROLLS EVERYTHING... THE MAGLEV LINE, THE MINE, THE MEGACOL 
DEVELOPMENT. THIS IS A CORPORATE TOWN. WHY WASN'T THE LOCAL EXEC THERE TO GREET 
ME WITH THE OTHERS? 


5. Lawson grins wryly as she swigs. Pettifer looks at her. 


PETTIFER MR BROTHERLY IS VERY BUSY... 

LAWSON | BET. 

6. 

PETTIFER YOU'RE NOT WHAT | EXPECTED, MARSHAL. 
LAWSON YOU KEEP SAYING THAT, PETTIFER. 


7. They look around suddenly as the huge and angry JAROO appears, causing a stir of alarm through the whole place. 


Kill-A-Man (wobbly) GIVE ME A DRINK HERE! 
PETTIFER DROKK IT, JAROO - ! 
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PAGE SIX 





1. The barman angrily draws a shotgun type weapon from under the bar as Jaroo approaches and people flee. It's the pulse 
rifle she will use. Lawson remains calm but warns the Barman with her eyes. 


BarMAN 
LAWSON 
BARMAN 
LAWSON 


Pettifer. 


Lawson (whisper) 


PETTIFER 





3. She confronts Jaroo. 





Lawson 

(JOINED) 

(JOINED) 

KILL-A-MAN (WOBBLY) 
LAWSON 


| WARNED HIM! IF НЕ CAME BACK AGAIN BEATING UP ON MEKS, ГО BLOW HIS-- 
YOU'D WHAT, SIR? 

YOU DEAL WITH HIM, THEN. | DON'T WANT NO TROUBLE. 

GIMME THAT DAMN PULSE BLASTER AND | MIGHT. 





2. Taking the gun (but not raising it) Lawson turns to face Jaroo, asking a question over her shoulder to the very nervous 


WHO AM | FRONTING НЕКЕ? 


KILL-A-MAN-JAROO, BOSS OF THE UPLIFT WORK GANGS AND A NOTORIOUS TROUBLEMAKER. 


Face to face. He's huge and seething. She has the rifle resting casually on her shoulder. 


KILL-A-MAN-JAROO? I'M COLONIAL MARSHAL LAWSON. 
HOW D'YOU DO, SIR. 

STOP BEING A TOTAL ASSHOLE. 

І DO NOT THINK I WILL. 

РМ GUNNA HAFTA SHOOT YOU, THEN, SIR. 


4. Jaroo leans forward right in her face. She doesn't flinch. 


KILL-A-MAN (WOBBLY) 
(JOINED) 
LAWSON 





DO IT. PULL YOUR 'LAWGIVER'. PROVE YOUR IMPERIALIST, TOTALITARIAN, FASCIST DOGMA. 
HOOT ME. SHOOT ME THE FUCK DEAD. 


5 
YOU KNOW, USE OF THAT NON-MODIFIED VERBAL ОВ5СЕМІТҮ IS STILL A CAPITAL WORD- 
CRIME IN MEGA CITY. 








5. He laughs at her. She looks down at her hip-holsters lawgiver but does not draw it. 


KILL-A-MAN (WOBBLY) 
LAWSON 
(JOINED) 


FUCK. YOU BETTA SHOOT ME VERY DEAD, THEN. ГМ A VERY BAD MONKEY-BOY. 
NOT WITH MY LAWGIVER THOUGH. UH-HUH. 


EVERY EXPENDED LAWGIVER ROUND IS TRACKED BY JUSTICE DEPARTMENT TELEMETRICS. 
5000 MUCH TO ACCOUNT FOR. SO MANY FORMS. 
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PAGE SEVEN 





1. She eases the pulse rifle on her back. He still taunts her. 


Lawson | PREFER A PULSE RIFLE. DEFINITELY NON STANDARD. ALLOWS FOR FRONTIER DISCRETION. 
KILL-A-MAN (WOBBLY) SHOOT ME, BITCH. 


2. She uses the weapon like a baseball bat and smacks him in the side of the head, smashing him off his feet. 


LAWSON HELLS TO THAT. 


3. Exterior shot of the “jail house”, the Marshal station. 


FROM BUILDING YOU'RE SOMETHING. 


4. Interior, Lawson turns away from the holding tank where the angry Jaroo is beating and howling (all sound proofed). Pettifer 
watches her. 


Lawson BUT NOT WHAT YOU EXPECTED. 
PETTIFER 0, YOU'RE NOT. 


5. Lawson looks at Pettifer. 








LAWSON 'D BETTER SEE HIM. 

PETTIFER WHO, MA'AM? 

LAWSON MY PREDECESSOR, PETTIFER. УМ ONLY HERE BECAUSE THE PREVIOUS MARSHAL COULDN'T 
HACK IT. 


(JOUED) SO WHERE'S HETCH? 
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PAGE EIGHT 





1. Cut to HETCH looking out at us from his cell. He should maybe were the badge-less remnants of a Judge outfit. He is 
chained up, to the wall by ankles and wrists on long chains, and the cell is clearly shielded by some kind of psi-damping 
force field. 


Hetch HELLO. YOU MUST BE LAWSON. 
2. Lawson looks in at him. Pettifer hovers behind in t e doorway of the cell chamber, wary. Lawson has a folder or file in 
er hands. 


Lawson YUP. 


3. Back on him, staring at us intently. 


HETCH EXCEPT YOU'RE NOT WHO YOU SAY YOU ARE. 
LAWSON (FROM OFF) UHM, WHAT? 


4. Hetch looks away, aware that he was staring. 


HETCH OKAY, SORRY, STARING AGAIN. PEOPLE FIND THAT DISCONCERTING, DON'T THEY? 





5. He sits down, not looking at her. She watches. 





Hetch (CONT D) ГМ A PSI-JUDGE, LAWSON-IF-THAT'S-WHAT-YOUR-NAME-REALLY-IS. 
(JOINED) | WAS APPOINTED MARSHAL HERE. 
(JOINED) THREE MONTHS INTO MY TOUR, | WENT BUG-FUCK. 





LAWSON ‘FUCK’ IS A BAD WORD, SIR. 


HELLO. YOU 
MUST BE 
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PAGE NINE 





1. Now he glances at her. 


HETCH EVEN SO, THAT'S WHAT | WENT. I KILLED. |... WENT CRAZY. 
(JOINED) | AM CRAZY. | AM A DANGER TO MYSELF AND OTHERS. 


2. Оп Lawson from his POV, glancing through the file she's carrying. 


LAWSON THAT'S WHAT IT SAYS ON YOUR JACKET, HETCH. THAT'S WHY I'M HERE TO REPLACE YOU. 
HETCH GREAT. GOOD. 

(JOINED) ASK YOURSELF THIS, ‘MARSHAL’ LAWSON. 

(JOINED, WHISPER) EXCEPT YOU’RE NOT REALLY LAWSON, ARE YOU? 

(JOINED) ANYWAY, ASK YOURSELF THIS... 


3. He looks straight at her. 








HETCH (CONT'D) ... WHAT IS IT ABOUT THIS PLACE THAT BREAKS MINDS? 

(JOINED) DROKK, | WAS A PSI-COP. | WAS ESPECIALLY VULNERABLE. 

(JOINED) BUT BADROCK WILL GET TO US ALL... 

4. Tight on him. 

HETCH SANE OR CRAZY. PSI OR NORMAL. BADROCK WILL BREAK ALL OF US IN THE END. 


5. Lawson walks towards us out of the cell bay leaving Hetch behind calling out to her. Lawson doesn't look back. She hands 
the folder back to Pettifer casually. 





Hetch LAWSON? YOU HEAR ME? 
(JOINED) LAWSON? 

PETTIFER WELL, MA'AM? 

LAWSON YUP, НЕ5 CRAZY. 








DTP NEXT ISSUE: WARTECH! 
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PAGE ONE 





Aaaaalright! Back in the saddle again. | won't bother with the usual “keep it small" spiel because you've heard it all before, and let's start things as we 
mean to go on with a bunch of — hurrah — little icky mini-panels! 


Panel 1: Small. A wide view of some random colourful planet, spinning merrily through the light of a nearby star. This could be anywhere (but not Earth). 


CAPTION: FOR THOSE OF YOU WHO'VE JUST JOINED US: HI. 
CAPTION: SIDDOWN, SHUDDUP AND PAY ATTENTION. 


Panel 2: Again, small. Same size and shape as Panel 1. We've zoomed in a load, so now we're looking at one particular country on the planetary surface. 


CAPTION: LET'S PLAY THE CATCH-UP GAME, SHALL WE? 


Panel 3: Same size and shape again. Again, we've zoomed in a load — now we're looking at one particular CITY from above — think of the opening credits 
of EASTENDERS but with a nice other-planetary feel. Funny coloured rivers, odd shaped buildings, etc. At the centre of the city there's an absolutely 
enormous palace complex — that's what we're slowly zooming towards. 


Quite a lot of text in this one. 


CAPTION: 'M A TORTURER-FOR-HIRE WITH ANGER MANAGEMENT ISSUES, SURGICALLY BONDED LOBSTER 
CLAWS, AN INABILITY TO SLEEP OR FEEL PAIN, AND A SEXUAL ATTRACTION TO PIECES OF 
TELLIGENT MACHINERY. 














Panel 4: Same size and shape again — staying small. Zooming down so the palace fills most of the panel now. Think big, dark, pointy and brooding. The 
sort of place the unholy lovechild of Dracula and Hitler would live. 


CAPTION: HE NAME'S LOBSTER RANDOM. 
CAPTION: ALOHA. 











Panel 5: Again, tiny. Now we're right above the palace, looking down through a sort of grille skylight to a room below. Someone within is screaming their 
guts out. 


FROM WINDOW: AAAA... AAAAAAAAAAAAAAA—! 
CAPTION: РМ VERY, VERY GOOD AT MY JOB 


Panel 6: Now, fingers crossed, if we've kept the above panels small enough, we should have a bit of room to play with this one, so make it as large as you 
easibly can. 


We're inside a TORTURE CHAMBER — quite wide and airy. I'd lean towards the ‘cold, medical’ feel rather than the sort of medieval straw-covered-floor 
stylee, but whatever feels best and in-keeping with the rest of alace with you, really. Importantly, this isn't somewhere that immediately makes you 
hink "urgh — disgusting!". It's functional, even comfortable, іп a plush sort of way, despite the ludicrous numbers of pointy things and odd contraptions 
ining the walls. Amongst them is LOB’s bag of tricks — the PORTAUNIVERSE™ we saw in the last series. 


ә 


Central to the panel is а restraining-pallete: like а surgeon's table with all the same restraints, but upright, so its occupant is effectively standing. This 
one has been specially enlarged to accommodate a particularly enormous occupant. Meet MORTUROSA. He's а big, fat — okay, obese — bastard. Crap 
ittle goatee, girly moustache, some sort of futuristic crown/tiara thing on his bloated head. Apart from that he's utterly naked, so let's make sure his 
continental rolls of flab are big enough to cover over anything that might be awkward. 





he panel is dominated, however, by everyone’s favourite cranky crustacean. 














LOBSTER RANDOM, dressed just a little bit smarter than last time (he’s on a steady salary now), stands doing something absolutely unspeakable 
0 MORTUROSA. It's entirely up to you what it is he’s doing — or even if we see it at all — but whatever it is, the big fat bastard is in absolute mind- 
splitting agony. 

CAPTION: STEP INTO MY OFFICE, BABY. 

MORTUROSA: АААААААААААААААААААААААААААААААААНННН—! 
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PAGE TWO 





Panel 1: Close on MORTUROSA, fat and sweaty and in agony. If LOB’s in frame at all, he's bent over administering whatever eeeevil torture takes his (or 
your) fancy. 


CAPTION: HIS MODEL OF ANOREXIC PERFECTION IS CARRIAGLO MORTUROSA. 
MORTUROSA: ohgodithurtsithurtsithurts! 


=, 


Panel 2: Profile view of MORTUROSA and LOB. LOB is looking up from whatever sick thing his been doing (maybe he's holding a bloodied scalpel, or a 
blowtorch, or some weird alien gizmo), and sneering in MORTUROSAS face. 


CAPTION: Е 5 AGEMMEM-NINE'S PRIME SANCTIFIER. THAT'S SORT OF THE SAME AS A DEPRAVED DICTATOR, 


H 
ONLY MORE EVIL. 
CAPTION: HIS INTERESTS INCLUDE FINE ALIEN LIQUEURS, POETRY, PANDIMENSIONAL PORNOGRAPHY AND 
о 
H 





BLITERATING DEMOCRATIC OPPOSITION. 
LOB: AD ENOUGH, SCABFLAP? 
MORTUROSA: YESSS! YESS! STOP! 








Panel 3: Close on LOB's face with MORTUROSA in the b/g. LOB looks utterly disgruntled. 
MORTUROSA: n-now do it again... 


Panel 4: LOB lights a cigar grumpily, glaring thoughtfully at the great sweating pustule that is MORTUROSA. 
CAPTION: HE'S ALSO A BIG FRAGGING MASOCHIST. 





Panel 5: Quite large, here. MORTUROSA gets a bit animated — pointing one manacled hand skywards, barking commands at LOB with jowls wobbling. 
LOB isn't really listening: he looks almost embarrassed, smoking his cigar and leaning against a wall. 





MORTUROSA: COMMENCE THE PUBIC PLUCKING! | NEED MY MIND FOCUSED FOR CRUSHING THE REBELS! 
LOB: YEAH... ABOUT THAT. 
LINK: I THINK IT'S TIME WE HAD US A CHAT. 
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PAGE THREE 





Panel 1: A wide view, here, in flashback mode (ie: black and white, maybe?). LOB stands in the middle of some huge automated casino mecca somewhere, 
shouting angrily at KLIK, the droid from the last episode. KLIK is dra 
furious, pointing and gesturing like a madman. 


It might be nice to get 


1085 head superimposed over | 


e top left ha 


bottom right — just so we've got their conversation ongoing over the 








ed all over one of the Al Fruit Machines like some kind of electronic bimbo. LOB looks 


nd corner of this image, and MORTUROSA's sweaty, angry face superimposed over the 
top of the little flashback. 





LOB: HE THING IS, | TOOK THIS JOB AFTER A REALLY CRAPPY BREAK-UP, OKAY? | MEAN, WE'RE TALKING 
JEALOUSY, BITTERNESS, PURGED AFFECTION FILES, YADDA YADDA YADDA. 

MORTUROSA: SILENCE! | DEMAND THE PROBIC AGONISER! 

Panel 2: Wide view of the torture chamber. LOB isn't at all bothered by MORTUROSAS growing fury, breathing out a cloud of cigar smoke, relaxed. 

LOB: SHUT UP. ANYWAY, | FIGURED A BIT OF LEGIT WORK MIGHT BE JUST THE THING. 

LINK: HAT WHOLE ‘CRIMINAL’ VIBE... HEISTS, ASSASSINATIONS, HAIR-RAISING INTERGALACTIC 
CHASES... IT’S LIKE WATCHING PAINT DRY. 

MORTUROSA: SERVANT! ATTEND! THE SCROTAL FLAIL — NOW! 


Panel 3: Close on LOB 


LOB: ONLY... ONLY IT TUR 





‚ glaring at MORTUROSA. He's got that same 
when they try and explain why they like hitting things with hammers. There's no explanation, they just do. Think ‘insincere shrug’ and you're there. 





JUST... 


LINK: 


NO FUN. 


sort of half-embarrassed, half crazed look to him. It's the same look that blokes get 





S OUT THAT HURTING PEOPLE WHO ACTUALLY WANT TO BE HURT, IT'S 


Panel 4: Exactly the same panel, but everything's shaking — as if there's a very localised earthquake nearby. Maybe draw the whole frame slightly squiffy, 


something gimmicky like that. MORTUROSA looks utterly stunned, LOB looks unsurprised, maybe glancing across to a nearby window. 


FX: FWOMP 


MORTUROSA: W-WHAT'S THAT? 


Panel 5: LARGE, full bleed if possible. In the b/g, the palace looms over. LOB stands at a window, central, peering out. In the f/g, full of dynamism and 
glory, an army of REBELS charge through a shattered and smoking palace-gate, overrunning the few guards with ease. Let's go waaaay overboard here: 
big homemade flags, shoddy DIY armour, acts of stirring bravery and honour, symbols of freedom and democracy everywhere you look. 


LOB (from tower: WELL, CALL МЕ PSYCHIC, BUT | GOT THIS SPOOKY HUNCH IT WAS THE LIBERATED PEOPLE'S ARMY 
BLOWING OPEN THE STRANGELY UNDERSTAFFED PALACE GATES. 





LINK: OR SOMETHING. 
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PAGE FOUR 





Panel 1: Close on MORTUROSA, all fire and brimstone. He's slightly shaken, but he's certain there's nothing to worry about — shouting and dribbling 
angrily. LOB looks slightly more pensive, maybe scratching his head or staring thoughtfully at his cigar. Keep the panels on this page as small as possible 
- there are quite a few of them, I'm afraid. 

MORTUROSA: F-FOOLS! THE FRACTALBOTS WILL TEAR THEM TO PIECES! 

LOB: FRACTALBOTS, YEAH... 


Panel 2: Smallish. Elsewhere in the palace — the REBELS are rushing through the decadent splendour of the place, shouting, waving banners, smashing 
expensive artworks, etc. A group of FRACTALBOTS - really snazzy evil-looking buggers which sort of blur in an out of focus in a fizz of chaos-fractal 
patterns — are waiting for them. But rather than bleeding out of thin-air in a storm of blades and weapons, they're mincing about and striking silly 
dramatic poses. 
CAPTION: “...ТНОЗЕ WOULD BE THE REALLY EASILY REPROGRAMMABLE ONES, RIGHT?" 
FRACTALBOT(square): ...SLINGS AND ARROWS ОҒ OUTRAGEOUS FORTUNE TAKE ARMS AGAINST А... 


Panel 3: Small. Back to LOB and MORTUROSA — might be quite nice to repeat panel 1, with LOB continuing to thoughtfully crush all of MORTUROSA's 
nuggets of hope. 


MORTUROSA: -THEN THE TAZER BUBBLES WILL— 
LOB: МІЦ. TAZE EACH OTHER. 





Panel 4: Two choices here, depending upon how much you're enjoying the talking heads, how much room you have, and how the rest of the dialogue/action 
is flowing around it. 


Either: 1) Stay on LOB as he counts-off a list of deviously-negated defence mechanisms, with MORTUROSA getting more and more horrified behind him, or 
2) Make this panel a little larger and place LOB in the centre of a halo of montage images illustrating all the various things he's describing being bypassed 
y the onrushing groups of REBELS (for which, see the dialogue and have some fun!), all blurring into one another. Entirely your call which you go with. 
LOB: AND, LOOK, BEFORE YOU SAY: 


LOB: THE BLATTERSHIELDS ARE FRAGGED, THE FUNGUSMINES ARE GETTING HIGH ON THEMSELVES, 
THE ACID SPRINKLERS DON’T, AND THE KILLKANINES ARE SO DOPED ON GIGAVIAGRA THAT THE 
ROYAL POODLES ARE SKAGGED. 


LOB: OR LET ME PUT IT ANOTHER WAY... 


Panel 5: Smallish. Quite a wide view of the torture chamber. In the close f/g, the REBEL LEADERS are sprinting in (maybe we're down at floor height, with 
just their legs rushing by?), whilst in the b/g LOB is picking up his bag and getting ready to go, waggling a finger up at MORTUROSA. 


LOB: YOU'RE SCREWED, SKINNY. 








Panel 6: The REBEL leader and his first AIDE — make these guys look however you want, but | suspect a touch of revoltingly naive romantic heroism is 
һе order of the day — meet LOB. The LEADER hands over a vast wad of money — clearly it's LOB who has vandalised all the palace’s defences. Prior to 
accepting the money, LOB casually hands over а big fluffy pink feather duster he's removed from his bag. 

LEADER: MONEY. 

LOB: FEATHER DUSTER. 





Panel 7: Small. Grinning nastily, leaving the REBELS and MORTUROSA behind him, LOB walks away: a free (and rich) man. 





REBEL: F-FEATHER DUSTER? FOR WHAT? 
LOB: ARMPITS AND FEET. 
LINK: MAKE THE BASTARD LAUGH. 


MORTUROSA: м00000000000000! 
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PAGE FIVE 





Panel 1: Night, on a hill overlooking the CITY. Flags are flying, fireworks burst over the palace — it's a real party atmosphere. L0B sits on the hill counting 
hrough the money, grinning widely. 


CAPTION: | KNOW, | KNOW... USING THE EMANCIPATION OF A REPRESSED POPULATION FOR FINANCIAL GAIN 
SMACKS OF SELF-SERVING IMMORALITY. 

CAPTION: BUT YOU GOT TO PLAY TO YOUR STRENGTHS, KIDS. WRITE THAT DOWN. 

LOB: HEH HEH HEH! 


Panel 2: Same scene, except: the palace is lost behind a staggeringly vast mushroom cloud of smoke and fire. LOB's money blows out of his hands — 
he's too far away to be fried but there's still a pretty hefty wind. Nice opportunity to play with shadows, here: everything is thrown into sharp relief by the 
ireball. 


FX: VADDDDOOOOOMMMMM 





Panel 3: The same scene as 1 and 2 (ie: a layer of 3 identical panels across the top of the page). LOB stares down at the raging fires in slack-jawed 
astonishment, not even aware of the loss of his cash. A shadow has fallen across him from o.p. 


LOB: ... FRAAAGG... 

VOICE (square Мп: LASER-GUIDED SKAGBLAST FIRED FROM MY ORBITAL CRUISER. CONSIDER IT A SMALL 
DEMONSTRATION 

from off) OF MY SERIOUSNESS, MR RANDOM. 


LINK: WISH TO OFFER YOU A JOB. 


Panel 4: Small — inset into panel 5? Close оп LOB’s face, regarding the newcomer with an expression of awe. 


CAPTION: OH FRAG... THIS IS BAD... THIS IS REALLY BAD... 


Panel 5: LARGE as possible. A good look at LOB’s newest and weirdest employers. 


MRS REDD is a ROBOT — very very vaguely feminine, with odd tubes and bottles of fluids, cables, weird pointy limbs, etc. If possible she's looking 21105 
elegant — perhaps there's some way of decorating her with some tastefully exquisite jewellery or whatever. Try at all times — in both this and later episodes 
—to give her some item of expensive clothing — stretched out of shape by her bizarre shape. We later discover that rather than being an actual robot, she’s 
just a disembodied human brain inside a robotic shell, so | guess design her with that in mind — she keeps her brain inside a cavity in her chest. She has 
a pet with her — a little genetically engineered MONKEYDRONE; albino white, with freaky camera-eyes and a sort of control-helmet stapled to its head. Oh, 
and a set of helicopter blades poking from its back. The idea is that he’s always buzzing around her, allowing her to see things through a mobile secon! 
set of eyes. This little guy will become important later, but for now play up the ‘cute’ factor. 


Accompanying her is her BUTLER, and this guy is weird with a capital “whoa...”. It’s probably easier if | tell you what he really is — which will spoil one 
of the twists later on for you, but if you've seen the proposal you already know anyway. What we're looking at is the remains of a human killed in a huge 
explosion; pulped and mashed beyond recognition, with loads of bits missing, etc. All this jumbled slime has been pushed into a GOLEMSUIT: a vaguely 
human-shaped body made of semi-fluid transparent goo. The suit sorts out the bits and pieces of flesh into all the right places and therefore is abou 
as near to reincarnation as it’s possible to get. In this case, the mess inside the envelope of slime has no recognisable skin, chunks of bone and muscle 
missing all over the place, no facial features at all (and only two spooky points of red light act as eyes), and a sort of squiggly pulp instead of a brain. 
he aim here is to create a scary looking alien guy, like a cross between a lava lamp and road-kill, who the readers will never guess is actually human. 


his freaky bloke, for now, will be called THE BUTLER, and he's able to manipulate the gunge of the suit at will: in this case his hands now sport a fun 
selection of clubs and maces. It might be quite fun to give him some sort of badge-of-profession: a completely out of place bow tie, perhaps? 


hese two peculiar figures confront LOB with arms crossed — MRS REDD levelling a gun at him and THE BUTLER looming over her from behind. There’s a 
small space-shuttle somewhere beyond them. 

































































LOB stares at MRS REDD — who is very much the focus of this panel — with barely concealed lust. 


MRS REDD (square): I'M NOT IN THE HABIT OF TAKING NO FOR AN ANSWER. 
CAPTION: ...| THINK РМ IN LOVE. 
LOB: WHERE DO 1 SIGN? 


I 
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Low Life: Hostile Takeover :: Prog 1700 :: 1st September 2010 :: Episode 01 of 10 :: 5pp. 
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PAGE ONE 





Page 1 Panel 1 Front on establishing shot of the face of Aimee Nixon, but she's dressed beautifully as a JAPANESE GEISHA, 
perfect outfit, perfect and overt makeup. She looks, unusually for Aimee, quite gorgeous here. She's staring straight at us. 

Impassive, with perhaps a subtle hint of sadness. We'll get an establishing shot of where he is next panel. This is all about 
Aimee staring right at us. 


NO DIALOGUE 


Page 1 Panel 2 Large establishing shot now. We can see that Aimee is standing in front of a huge plate glass wall that looks 
out over the clean, shining spires and peaks of Mega City 1. This ISN'T the Low Life. Everything here, for once, looks clean, 
glorious, white and moneyed. The apartment Aimee is in is absolute luxury. The preserve of the millionaires — this is miles in 
the air above MC1 and offers a cleanliness and perfection that's a complete opposite to what we normally get from the Low 
Life. Aimee looks out across the landscape. A few flying cars shooting past. Like Coruscant in the Star Wars prequels. 


NO DIALOGUE 
Page 1 Panel 3 We're behind Aimee now and we can see that a large, physically imposing but well dressed Japanese man (This 
is Daichi, a deadly warrior, although you'd not know it from his demeanour here) has entered this plush suite and looks across 


at her. Aimee has her back to us, being the central point of that impressive plate glass view - the city's gleaming peaks shining 
in front of her. 


DAICHI: NIXON... 
LINK: HE IS READY FOR YOU NOW. 


Page 1 Panel 4 Daichi has walked up to Aimee and looks at her from the side. She is still staring out over the city. 


DAICHI: YOU ARE BEAUTIFUL. 
LINK: .- IS SOMETHING WRONG? 
AIMEE: NO... 


Page 1 Panel 5 Aimee turns away from the window and walks towards us, Daichi following her. 


AIMEE: ..| JUST DON'T LIKE HEIGHTS. 
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PAGE TWO 





Panel 1 Establishing shot of the Low Life from the air. Dirt, grime, smoke stacks. The complete opposite of what we saw on the 
previous page. Deliberate aesthetic contrast. That was money and beauty. This is nasty urban build up and lack of financial 
investment. It should clog up your lungs just looking at this panel. 


CAPTION: 'GOTTA HAND IT TO YOU... 
CAPTION: '... THAT'S ONE BIG-ASS ROBOT.’ 


Panel Two On a Low Life back street now and standing in front of a gang of six gang boy criminals (their leader, the biggest and 
most dangerous looking, 6'5 of muscle, is a guy called Jay), all heavily armed, is a 50-foot-tall humanoid construction robot, 
hick set, used for lifting extremely heavy things. It should look incredibly intimidating, but it's wearing a rudimentary, cobbled 
ogether from bedsheets, bra and very short skirt. Odd. 





AY: YOU CAME THROUGH, FRANK. THIS'LL WORK GREAT. GOTTA ASK, THOUGH... 
LINK: WHAT'S WITH THE-- 
FRANK (link to 3): DON'T! 


Panel Three Establishing shot of Dirty Frank, who angrily enters shot from off-panel and points a shaking finger in Jay's face. 
Frank's all intensity and madness here, dressed in street clothes, as ever. Looks like one of the gang. He's undercover with them. 





FRANK: BEFORE YOU CONTINUE YOUR SENTENCE, CRAZED GANG LEADER JAY, DIRTY FRANK WOULD 
ASK ONLY TWO THINGS: 

LINK: ONE - DOES CROSS-DRESSING TREV NOT DESERVE THE SAME RESPECT FOR HIS PRIVATE 
PECCADILLOES AS THE REST OF US? 

LINK: TWO - WHAT TYPE OF MURDEROUS AND HYPER-VIOLENT CRIMINAL GANG DO WE WISH TO BE, 
EXACTLY? 

LINK: A TOLERANT AND ACCEPTING ONE THAT OUR MOTHERS WOULD APPROVE OF, DIRTY FRANK 
WOULD WARRANT. 


Panel Four Reaction shot of the gang members, all ne'er do wells, who all stare at Frank with utter bemusement on their faces. 
Stunned by the nature of these questions. 


NO DIALOGUE 


Panel Five Gang leader Jay turns to one of his lieutenants and points a casual thumb at Dirty Frank, who stares at him with 
manic intensity. 


JAY: WHAT THE HELL. FRANK BROUGHT THE ROBOT. IT COULD BE WEARING CHOCOLATE S&M GEAR 
FOR ALL I CARE. LET'S DO THE JOB. 
FRANK: YOU ARE A MAN OF HONOUR AND RARE WISDOM, CRAZED GANG LEADER JAY. 


JAY: HEY, NO PROBLEM... 








WHATS WITH 
THE — 


Loa 


BEFORE YOU 
CONTINUE YOUR SENTENCE, 
CRAZED GANG LEADER JAY, 

TY FRANK WOULD ASK 
ONLY TWO THINGS: 


ONE — DOES 
CROSS-DRESSING 
TREV NOT DESERVE THE SAME 
RESPECT FOR HIS PRIVATE 
PECCADILLOES AS THE 
REST OF US? 


TOLERANT 
AND ACCEPTING ONE 
THAT OUR MOTHERS WOULD 
APPROVE OF, DIRTY FRANK 
WOULD WARRANT. 


іт THE HELL. FRANK BROUGHT 
ВЕ WEAR- 
Al 





PAGE THREE 





Panel 1 The giant robot, its bra and skirt still on, walks down a busy Low Life street. People scatter in fear, a woman running 
right towards our 'camera'. Frank and Jay are sat on its shoulders, armed, one on each shoulder. The other five gang 
members run alongside it, all carrying weapons. In front of them is a BANK (let's make the sign overt) — their goal. А uniform 
Judge can be seen on the edge of our panel, looking at the oncoming robot. He's not gone for his lawgiver, however. 


CAPTION: ‘THE BIG MAN ONLY CARES ABOUT THE CREDS, YEAH?’ 
WOMAN: AAAAAHHH! 


Panel Two Stood in front of the bank is a Judge in uniform - STEWART. He looks up at the robot but instead of fear, alarm or going 
or his gun. He smiles and makes a discreet 'a-ok' movement with his hand (he doesn't want this picked up on street cameras). 


STEWART: BONDS DELIVERY ARRIVED AN HOUR AGO, JAY. 
LINK: ENJOY. 
AY: BIG MAN SAYS THANKS FOR THE TIP. NICE ENVELOPE COMING YOUR WAY, JUDGE STEWART. 


Panel Three Frank looks down at this sight in confusion and some alarm. A bent judge! Over his shoulder Jay waves down to 
he Judge Stewart. 
FRANK (small): MEIN GOTT! CROOKED JUDGE ALERT! 

AY: WE GOT OURSELVES AN OFFICIAL JUDICIAL INVITATION, FRANK... 


Panel Four We're inside the bank now as Cross Dressing Trev comes smashing through the wall of the bank. It's long arms 
reaching in, terrifying the people inside the bank who fall to the floor and run screaming as masonry and the giant robot arms 
ead for them. Eric's huge hands reaching out for all it can grab. 








CAPTION: “LET'S GET TREV IN THERE. 
CAPTION: 'GIANT ROBOT LINGERIE DON'T COME CHEAP, AFTER ALL.' 
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PAGE FOUR 





Panel 1 МВ- Сап we split this page perfectly in half. Panel 1-3 being one scene, panels 4-6 being another. 

A few minutes later, inside the bank, the gang are carrying huge sacks of bonds and credits and dumping them in the huge, 
open hands of Cross Dressing Trev. Jay looks at his watch, gun in the other hand, and shouts instructions. Dirty Frank stands 
near him. 


JAY: TWENTY SECONDS! 

FRANK: ERM, CRAZED GANG LEADER...? 

JAY: UST CALL ME JAY, FRANK. WE'VE KNOWN EACH OTHER A WHILE NOW. 

FRANK: VERY WELL. CRAZED GANG LEADER JAY, DIRTY FRANK DID A RIGHTEOUS AND ADMIRABLE JOB, 
RIGHT? 


Panel Two Just Frank and Jay now. Frank leaning in conspiratorially. 





AY: YEAH, FRANK. YOU DID. 

FRANK: SO, WHEN CAN DIRTY FRANK ACTUALLY MEET THE BIG MAN? 

LINK: DIRTY FRANK IS AMBITIOUS AND IN NO WAY SNEAKY AND UNTRUSTWORTHY. HE HAS A 
VERITABLE PLETHORA OF HEIST AND CRIME OPPORTUNITIES FOR HIM. 

AY: SOON, FRANK. | BEEN TELLING HIM ABOUT YOUR GOOD WORK. 





Panel Three Close up on Frank's smiling, beaming face. YES. After all this time. He's got him. 




















АҮ (0/P): НЕ SAID НЕГ) REALLY LIKE ТО MEET YOU. 

CAPTION: DIRTY FRANK'S CASE NOTES: 

CAPTION: After twenty-two weeks of uninterrupted deep-cover work it seems Dirty Frank may soon achieve his 
Wally Squad goal. 

CAPTON: He may finally take down the Low Life's master criminal. 

CAPTION: He may finally take down The Big Man. 


Panel Four Change of scene. A different part of the Low Life. We're 100 feet in the air looking down on this establishing shot 
and it's raining heavily. This used to be a huge towering city block, but it’s been knocked down/levelled and whoever was 
funding the project of removing the rubble and girders obviously pulled out halfway through. As a result it's a dangerous, 
walled off mini-version of the aftermath of 9/11. The remnants of this building left there, littering the area. 

















CAPTION: THIRTEEN DAYS LATER: 


Panel Five Ground level establishing shot of Thora now. The Chief of the Low Life's little Wally Squad group of operatives. 
She's like an 80-year-old woman, and she's waiting for someone in a big heavy coat. But this panel is all about Thora. She 
looks a little worried as she waits amongst the debris. She seems to be unarmed. 


FRANK (0/5): THORA. 


Panel Six Thora turns and sees Frank standing behind her. She's nervous. He's nervous. But both are deadly serious. You can 
see it. Frank is unarmed too. Hands in pockets of that big coat. Like a drowned rat in the rain. 


THORA: AH. FRANK. YOU CREPT UP ON ME. 
FRANK: YES. 
LINK: DIRTY FRANK DID. 
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PAGE FIVE 





Panel 1 Close up on Thora's eyes. Intent. Heightened. VERY NERVOUS. Scared. Adrenaline through the roof. 


FRANK: D 


Panel Three Pull back, T 





ORA: li 


Panel Four We're behind 
passes right through Tho 
illing shot. In front of he 


NO DIALOGUE 


Panel Five Thora on the 
he heavens. Impassive. 


NO DIALOGUE 


Panel Six Frank's face, b 


FRANK: S 





DTP: 


LINK: IT'S A NO. 


ORA: SO... 
LINK: YOU'VE DECIDED? 


Panel Two Close up on Frank's eyes now. Grim. Sad. He knows what's coming. 


IRTY FRANK HAS. 


hora pulls a pistol on Frank from under her coat in one quick movement. 





M REALLY SORRY ABOUT THAT. 


Thora as a single sniper's bullet — the trajectory coming from high up on the left hand side off panel, 
ra's head – perfectly entering one side and out the other side. She drops the pistol with this. It's a 
r, Frank stares at this scene play out, sadly. Hands in pockets still. 





loor, blood flowing from the two bullet wounds — one entry, one exit. Her eyes wide open, staring at 
Dead. 


ood lightly splattered on it from Thora, looks down at 'us'. And he looks genuinely sad here. 


O AM I. 
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PAGE ONE 





1. Big Pic, ideally: Cinnibar Brenneka, perhaps in similar pose to Shakara at the end of the previous episode, stands atop a 
pile of alien corpses, raising his weapons in triumph, his body/armour spattered with blood & gore, framed by stormy skies. 


BreNNEKA (WOBBLY) SHAKARA! 


2. Slightly Low Angle, Close, Brenneka, dark clouds swirling atmospherically above. 


BRENNEKA (WOBBLY) OVERLORD BRENNEKA TO HIERARCHY COMMAND. THE FINAL SHARD OF THE INFINITY GATE 
IS OURS. 





Bleed (WOBBLY BLN, DID YOU ENCOUNTER ANY RESISTANCE? 
NO TAIL) 


BRENNEKA (WOBBLY) A MINOR DISTRACTION, RATHER AMUSING ACTUALLY... 


3. Long Shot, Brenneka stands atop the final Shakaran artifact, which towers into the air, resembling an Aztec or 
Mayan temple. 


Scores of corpses are scattered around him, the sloping ‘walls’ of the artifact thick with blood & gore, some fresh, the majority 
accumulated over decades. 


BRENNEKA (WOBBLY) THE NATIVES HAVE BEEN USING THE SHARD AS A SACRIFICIAL TEMPLE, TEARING OUT 
HEARTS AND DECAPITATING HEADS TO WARD OFF ANGRY GODS FROM THE SKIES, WHICH IS 
EXACTLY WHAT THEY THOUGHT I WAS. 





(LINK) ІМ AFRAID IT'LL NEED A GOOD CLEAN BEFORE CONFIGURATION. 


4. Close, Karnak Bleed, back to us, stares out through a viewing window at the tower of technology that 'spears' the world 
of Zarabesk. 


BLEED (WOBBLY BLN, EXCELLENT NEWS, OVERLORD. HOWEVER... 
NO TAIL) 





(LINK) AT THE RISK OF DAMPENING YOUR TRIUMPH, THERE HAVE BEEN SOME DISTURBING 
DEVELOPMENTS SINCE YOU LEFT. 


SHAKARA! 
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ВКЕММЕКА TO МЕОШМТЕК ANY 
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PAGE TWO 





1. Ext. Location Shot, Hierarchy World Ship, as established in earlier episodes. 


BOX HIERARCHY WORLD SHIP, ZARABESK ORBIT. 


BIEED (WOBBLY BLN, A NUMBER OF BUGGERIAN MERCENARY SHIPS HAVE DISAPPEARED IN THE SHAKARAN 
NO TAIL) ASTEROID FIELD. 


(LINK) THEY INITIALLY FAILED TO FILE A REPORT BECAUSE THEY WERE THERE ILLEGALLY, SEARCHING 
FOR VALUABLE TECHNOLOGY TO SALVAGE. 


2. High Angle Shot, looking down on Brenneka as he listens with growing anger, dismembered corpses - two or three deep - 


scattered around him. 


BLEED (WOBBLY BLN, AFTER THAT, A SERIES OF SURVEILLANCE SATELLITES HAD THEIR SIGNALS DISRUPTED PRIOR 
NO TAIL) TO BEING DESTROYED BY FORCES UNKNOWN. 


(LINK) WE PLOTTED THE COURSE OF THE ATTACKS OVER SEVERAL GALAXIES TOWARDS THE HADES 
SYSTEM, WHERE, AS YOU'LL RECALL, WE SENT EVA PROCOPIO... 


3. Close, Bleed, a few other members of the Hierarchy Council visible in B/G, tense, alarmed. 


BLEED (WOBBLY BLN, AN HOUR AGO, THE INCARCERATOR SHIP PAPILLON REPORTED AN INCURSION ON HADES VII 


NO TAIL) AND CHANGED COURSE TO INVESTIGATE... 
(LINK) РМ SENDING YOU A PSI-FLASH OF THE IMAGES THEY'RE RELAYING TO US AT THIS VERY 
MOMENT. 


4. Close, Brenneka, shocked, with maybe a touch of fear (the first we've seen him exhibit). 


BRENNEKA (WOBBLY) NO... 


5. Close, Brenneka, 1/4 Profile, stares incredulously at the holo-style image that materialises in front of him - a typically 
dynamic shot of the Avenger, rocketing through space towards us. 





BRENNEKA (WOBBLY) NO! 


6. Close, the forward hull of the Incarcerator Papillon (the prison ship from # 3) occupies F/G with an air of menace, the 
Avenger streaking through space in B/G, leaving the upper atmosphere of Hades VII. 
JAG NO TAIL THIS IS THE HIERARCHY INCARCERATOR PAPILLON! 


(LINK) SUBMIT TO OUR AUTHORITY AND PREPARE TO BE BOARDED, OR WE WILL BLAST YOUR ATOMS 
ACROSS THE VOID! 





7. Close, the Avenger fills THE panel, maintaining its deadly course, Shakara perhaps visible through a cockpit windscreen, 
red eyes glowing. 


JAG NO TAIL REPEAT! 
(LINK) SURRENDER OR BE DESTROYED! 
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PAGE THREE 





1. Close, Eva stares at us, incredulous, emotional. 


EVA THEY KILLED YOU! 
(LINK) І SAW YOU DIE! 


2. Close, Shakara, eyes glowing intensely, hands gripping the pilot controls, Eva looking exhausted in B/G, staring at our hero. 


SHAKARA (WOBBLY) NEVER ALIVE. 





3. Int Location Shot, Avenger, Shakara in the gun-emplacement-style pilot-seat, Eva looking around with a hint of sarcasm. The 
globe of technology seen at the end of # 2, hovers in the air, weird & unnerving, energy crackling over it, a portal allowing us 
to peer inside. 


The interior of the globe houses the remains of the genepool, red DNA swirling around as if in pain, disturbing looking veins of 
a darker red (an indication that the Red Death has a stronger hold on it), threaded through what we're already familiar with. 
CONSCIOUSNESS (WOBBLY BLN NO TAIL) МЕ ARE THE DEAD THAT WILL NOT DIE. 

ConSCIOUSNESS (WOBBLY BLN NO TAIL) МЕ ARE RAGE. 

CONSCIOUSNESS (WOBBLY BLN МО TAIL) МЕ ARE VENGEANCE. 


4. Close, the globe (referred to as the Consciousness from now on), hovers in F/G, Eva turning to glare at it with a mix of 
sarcasm & exasperation in B/G. 


ЕМА YOU ARE THE VOICE ТНАТ HAS МО МОШЈМЕ CONTROL. 
(LINK) SORRY IF | SEEM UNGRATEFUL, BUT YOU'VE TRIED TO KILL ME A COUPLE OF TIMES ALREADY. 
(LINK) IF IT WASN'T FOR SHAKARA, YOU'D HAVE LEFT ME TO ROT ON THAT HELLHOLE BACK THERE. 


5. Close, Eva, 1/4 Profile, surprised, the red glow of the Consciousness washing over her. 


The portal that looks into the globe is seen for the 1st time, corrupted DNA writhing within... 


CONSCIOUSNESS (WOBBLY BLN МО TAIL) NO, EVA PROCOPIO. 
CONSCIOUSNESS (WOBBLY BLN NO TAIL) LOOK WITHIN US. 
CONSCIOUSNESS (WOBBLY BLN NO TAIL) LOOK AT WHAT REMAINS OF THE SHAKARA. 


6. Close, focusing on the swirling DNA & the darker web of disease that is spreading within it... 








CONSCIOUSNESS (WOBBLY BLN NO TAI 


L) LOOK UPON THE EVIL THAT INFECTS US. 


1. Close, Eva, horrified, helpless, a dangerous red glow washing over her features. 








EVA NO... THE RED DEATH... 
(LINK) IT'S SPREADING! 


WE ARE THE DEAD 
THAT WILL NOT DIE. 
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PAGE FOUR 





1. Long Shot, Avenger streaks towards the Incarcerator, which looms oppressively in B/G. 


2. Int Location Shot, the Command Bridge of the Incarcerator, alien pilots at the console, the Captain, a blustering humanoid 
with a military air, seated in a hover-chair. 





PILOT NO RESPONSE TO OUR COMMUNICATIONS. THE INTRUDER'S APPROACHING ATTACK VELOCITY. 
WEAPONS LOCKED ON TARGET. 
CAPTAIN FIRE ON MY COMMAND. 


3. Close, Captain, 1/4 Profile, a worried Aide looking at him in B/G. 


AIDE CAPTAIN, PERHAPS WE SHOULD WITHDRAW, AWAIT REINFORCEMENTS? 

(LINK) IF THIS INTRUDER IS WHO I THINK IT-- 

CAPTAIN BELAY THAT THOUGHT! 

(LINK) I WAS COMMANDER OF A STRIKE FLEET BEFORE THAT MISUNDERSTANDING WITH THE 


ADMIRALS WIFE... 


4. Close, Captain - obviously a war-mongering fool - bellows at us, spittle flying from mouth. 


CAPTAIN THE DAY | CAN'T OUT-FIGHT A LONE STARSHIP IS THE DAY I'LL CRAWL UP MY OWN ARSE AND 
DISAPPEAR! 
(LINK) FIRE! 





5.A line of gun emplacements along the bow of the Incarcerator opens fire, blasts of plasma-energy surge towards us. 


6. The Avenger pitches to one side, avoiding the majority of the plasma-fire, although a couple of blasts strike glancing blows, 
rocking the ship violently. 


1. Close, Shakara, hands gripping controls, returns fire, Avenger rocking violently, Eva grabs hold of something to maintain her 
balance. 


SHAKARA (WOBBLY) SHAKARA! 
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PAGE FIVE 





1. The Avenger, weapons blasting, executes some amazing aerodynamic movements, causing a swathe of destruction that rips 
across the Incarcerator. 


2. Chaos erupts throughout the Command Bridge, fires raging, bodies hurled around, the Captain & his Aide gripping on for 
dear life. 


AIDE ENGINES ARE DESTROYED! GUIDANCE SYSTEM'S GONE! 
(LINK) WE'RE CRASHING! 


3. The Incarcerator crashes spectacularly tearing across the Hades landscape, perhaps breaking in half, tiny figures flying 
through air from the rupture. 


4. Med. Shot, the Captain, Aide & a number of crew-members stagger towards us from smoking wreckage of the Incarcerator. 








AIDE THE DISTRESS BEACONS ARE ACTIVATED AND WE RECEIVED CONFIRMATION THAT OUR S.O.S. 
WAS RECEIVED BEFORE WE HIT. 

(LINK) RESCUE SHIPS WILL BE DESPATCHED IMMEDIATELY. 

CAPTAIN DO | LOOK WORRIED, LIEUTENANT? 

(LINK) THIS SO-CALLED DEATHWORLD MAY HAVE SLAUGHTERED THOUSANDS OF CONVICTS, BUT 
WE'RE WARRIORS, CRACK TROOPS, ARMED TO THE TEETH. 

5. Close, Captain, 1/4 Profile, scans the landscape, which, for the moment, looks surprisingly safe & peaceful. 











CAPTAIN IF SURVIVING HERE FOR A FEW HOURS ISN'T A WALK IN THE PARK, I'LL PICK MY BRAINS OUT 
OF 
MY NOSE AND EAT THEM. 








6. Close, Captain raises an eyebrow with a comical hint of uncertainty. Anti-Bodies fill B/G, ‘devouring’ the panic-stricken crew 
in darkly comic style... 


CAPTAIN LIEUTENANT? 


DTP NEXT PROG: THE MARK OF THE RED DEATH! 
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PAGE ONE 





RIGHT HAND PAGE 


MAP of the ISLE OF MAN. The perspective is slightly skewed on the map to foreshorten it for a better fit on the page — done in Google Earth by changing 
the angle of view. 


SEE SEPARATE ATTACHMENT 
Map title: 
CAPTION: THE ISLE OF MONADH, BASED ON SINEAD'S MAP. (with triskele) 
It shows PILGRIMS CAMP 
DRUTHLANN 


We also see the different towers that make up Druthlann. 
TOWER OF KNOWING 
TOWER OF UNDOING 
TOWER OF DREAMS 





And Nearby is: THE RATH OF GOD 

A little further away STABLES OF GIGANTIJA. 

An TROJAN BARRACKS 

An FIELDS OF GLORY 

In the centre MOUNTAIN OF THE ARCHON 

At the southern end GACHMOR City of the Fomorians 

At the northern end DRUNES” CAUSEWAY to the mainland 


(Too long to show in its entirety) and an ARROW pointing to the mainland: 
DRUMMORAL 


ART IMAGES to enhance it: 

A rocking stone near Causeway 

Skulls and swords on Fields of Glory 

Mountain of Archon like Virgil Finlay horror mountain. (Don't worry about scale) 
Where marked on layout 

A) Rath of God drawing 

B) Face of a Fomorian 

C) Helmet of a Trojan 


D) Ruined temple (based on Maltese temple Ggjantija) 
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PAGES TWO AND THREE 





OPENING SPREAD 
FIRST BAND OF FOUR PICS RUNNING ACROSS THE TOP OF THE SPREAD 


1. DAWN. Slaine rides his Auroch on towards Drummoral. 


PANEL: THEY MUST USE THE CAUSEWAY FOR PILGRIMS AND TO SUPPLY THE TROJANS. 


2. DAY. He gets off his Auroch as the ground becomes rockier. 


PANEL: THE NAMES OF THE TOWERS DO NOT PLEASE ME. 





3. Finally he reaches Drummoral and looks down onto the Causeway ahead of him. Impression of an army on it — see Pic 5, 
below. 


PANEL: OR A RUINED TEMPLE USED AS A STABLES. 


4. Close up of grim Slaine. 





PANEL: OR THE FATE AWAITING SINEAD. 


SECOND, DEEPER BAND. ONE PIC RUNNING ACROSS MOST OF THE DEPTH OF THE SPREAD 








5 MID-DAY. BIG "POSTER"-STYLE SCENE of MONSTERS - GIANTS, DWARVES, OGRES, BEAST MEN (e.g. Minotaurs) 
ORCS, and other FANTASY SOLDIERS heading along the CAUSEWAY (from Monadh) approaching the MAINLAND 
(Drummoral). There would be supply wagons with them. 





Classic fantasy "Dungeons and Dragons/Games Workshop/Tolkien" — etc style army. 


(Establishing them for future stories) 


LOGO 
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1. Afternoon. The Monstrous army heads off the Causeway into the hinterland. 


2.LATE AFTERNOON. SKULL SWORD OFFICER reports to the DRUNE LORD. More SKULL SWORDS standing by the 
MEGALITHIC ROCKING STONE. About to rock it. 


SKULL SWORD OFFICER: | LAST ONES HAVE CROSSED, YOUR HOLINESS. 
DRUNE LORD: VERY WELL. ATTEND TO THE WEIRDSTONE. 


3. Slaine approaches them. 





SKULL SWORD OFFICER: WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE? THIS IS A PROTECTED AREA. 
SLAINE: LET ME TELL YOU ABOUT TWO THINGS THAT ALWAYS GO TOGETHER. 





4. Slaine explains to the Skull Sword Officer. 


SLAINE: WEEPING AND SORROW. GROANING AND VIOLENCE. A BATTLEFIELD AND FLOODS OF BLOOD. 











5. Slaine grins like a mad Mel Gibson or Jack Nicholson. The kind of mad smile Glenn Fabry gave Slaine in Slaine the King. 








SLAINE: SKULL SWORDS AND MY AXE. 
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PAGE FIVE 





1.FULL PAGE AFTERMATH OF BATTLE SCENE. Shows all the Skull Swords and Drune Lord dead. Killed by Slaine. An 
inevitable outcome, so deliberately cutting to after the event. 


Like Page 36 of Conquering Armies. Dead bodies everywhere. Rocking stone in background. Crows feeding on the dead. 
And Slaine - having collected his Auroch - riding away towards the Causeway. 
He should definitely be a small figure heading into the distance, so all the emphasis is on the carnage in the foreground. 


Suggest there's also a circular inset with Slaine's face in it, as in Conquering Armies. But this is optional; you may see some 
other visual possibility. 


SLAINE THOUGHT PANEL: FOR МЕ, IT'S NO LONGER BELTAIN. 
(2) IT'S SAMHAIN. 
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PAGES SIX AND SEVEN 





SPREAD 

Four vertical depths covering the full depth of the page. To suggest the distance and the danger involved. 
Each pic features a DIFFERENT stretch of the Causeway as it crosses miles and miles of Sea. 

To further suggest distance, Slaine starts at bottom of pic one and ends close to top of pic four. 


However, not all the pictures have to be same scale as this might be a touch repetitive. So pics two and three could be 
larger images. 


1. Slaine riding his Auroch at night along the Causeway. A narrow strip of rock that runs through MILE AFTER MILE of sea. 
It's a moonlit night so we see this clearly. 


So in this pic he would be at the base. 


VOICE (NO TAIL): SLOUGH THRUC, | HATE TO DISTURB YOU WHILE YOU'RE TENDING YOUR FLOCK. 


2.0n he rides. (towards middle of pic) 





VOICE (NO TAIL); SLOUGH FOY, WHILE YOU’RE TRANSFORMING WATER INTO WINE. 


3. And onwards (past middle of pic) 








VOICE (NO TAIL): AND SLOUGH GRAD, IF YOU COULD TEAR YOURSELF AWAY FROM THOSE YOUNG PILGRIMS? 
(2): | THOUGHT YOU'D ALL LIKE TO KNOW. 


4. He rides into the mist at the top of the pic. 





VOICE (NO TAIL): HE'S ON HIS WAY. 





NEXT PROG: 














THEEVILEYE! 
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PAGE ONE 





Six panels. Having studied the Henry Flint Dredd Collection I'm now a bit more comfortable with putting up to eight panels on 
a page for Henry. 


PANEL ONE: The Stinging Wringing Tree - which laid a hand-like branch on Lord Lust's shoulder in the last episode - has lifted 
him up in its grip here, wrapping a pair of branches around him. The bark of the tree looks very much like an evil face, and 
seems to be singing - meanwhile Lord Lust is thrashing in the tree's grip, foaming at the mouth as though in the grip of a 
massive dose of psychedelics. 


REE: (wobbly, no tail, HEY, LORD LUST! | HEAR YOU'RE QUITE A FELLA! SO WHY NOT JOIN ME IN MY LEAFY 





ACAPPELLA? 
musical notes) 
LINK: ГМ THE STINGING WRINGING TREEEE -- COME AND SING MY SONG WITH МЕЕЕЕ! 
LORD LUST. WHA - 2 


PANEL TW0: The Tree seems to fondle Lord Lust almost lovingly as it croons. Lust continues to foam and drool, barely able to 
speak. There's a paralysing effect in there as well as the hallucinogens. 


REE: (wobbly, no tail, FIRST YOU FEEL MY POISON STING AND THEN YOU START HEARING THINGS -- LIKE MY LOVELY 
musical notes) BARITONE -- AND ALL YOU CAN DO IS GROAN! 


LINK: AND WHILE YOU HALLUCINAAAATE... | BEGIN TO MINISTRAAAATE... 


PANEL THREE: Suddenly - viciously - the tree twists, literally wringing out Lord Lust like an old dishcloth, crushing ribs, snapping 
his spine, causing a gush of blood to come from the rock star's mouth as the tree sings lustily. 


REE: (wobbly, no tail, - AND | SQUEEZE YOU AND | CRUSH YOU AND 1 SQUISH AND SQUASH AND SMUSH YOU 
AND 

musical notes) 1 WRING OUT ALL YOUR INNARDS TRA LA LAAAA! 

LORD LUST: NNNYYEEEAAAAAAGGGHH! 


PANEL FOUR: The tree lifts the still-alive, crushed body of Lord Lust close to its bark-mouth so it can croon into his ear. Lust is 
barely conscious, in agony, drooling foam and blood. 





REE: (wobbly, no tail) AND THAT... WAS ONLY VERSE ONE. 


PANEL FIVE: Pan away to one of the Ravens watching the scene with his human eyes - an arc of blood spraying across the 
panel as things too shocking to show on panel are done to Lord Lust. 


PANEL SIX: Close on the Raven as it speaks in Ron Gibson's voice. A warning that nobody but the reader is around to hear. 


RAVEN: SOMETHIN' HERE ALL RIGHT. LOOKS LIKE SOME KIND OF SHADOW -- 
LINK: I'M DEAD. 
LINK: RRWAARRKK! 


HEY, LORD LUST! 
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PAGE TWO 





Six panels. 

PANEL ONE: Zombo's POV. The occupants of the raft - Jenny, Bryan, Brock, Mrs. Daley, Sefton the accountant, Agents Yin and 
Yang and Harris right at the back - all staring in horror at the reader. Actually, the Agents are fairly sober about it, but this 
certainly isn't something they wanted. Silent panel. 


PANEL TW0: Zombo in all his glory, slouching, idiot-grinning, a mass of rotting muscle, sarky and pretend-stupid and generally 
possessed of a terrible attitude. You know what to do here, Henry. 


70МВ0: САМ | ҒАТ YOU? 


PANEL THREE: Тһе same shot as panel опе, but this is from Zombo's point of view properly now - actually seeing through his eyes. 
The colours are different - maybe just red and white - and everyone's looking very tasty indeed - dead, rotting corpses, eyes 
missing, mouths hanging open lifelessly. Or maybe everyone's skinned, muscle showing - maybe no clothes or skin on any of 
them, just the meat. Cuts clearly marked, even... it's Zombo-vision, and it's a point of view we'll get back to occasionally, usually 
when he's killing people. 








YANG: NO. 
YIN: IN FACT, YOU'RE NOT ALLOWED TO EAT ANY OF THE PEOPLE ON THIS RAFT. 
YANG: THAT'S AN ORDER, ZOMBO. 


PANEL FOUR: Back to Zombo. He tilts his head, looking wistful. His mouth's practically watering. 


ZOMBO: BUT THEY LOOK SO TASTY-- 





PANEL FIVE: Agent Yin presses his cufflink - a hidden switch - and Zombo is driven to his knees by a brutal electric shock, 
electricity sparking over his ruined flesh. It's painful. 


YIN: ORDERS ARE ORDERS, ZOMBO. 
SFX: ZZZZZKK 


PANEL SIX: Medium close on Harris, at the back of the raft, his bearded face in between other shocked faces. He's articulating 
what they're all thinking. 


HARRIS: (small) OH GOD. 


LINK: IT'S A MONSTER. 


ЦД PEOPLE ON THIS 
RAFT. 1 








PAGE THREE 





Eight panels. 
PANEL ONE: Yang and Yin get in Zombo's face, stern. Zombo's still smoking from the sizzling electroshock assault - he's down 
on his knees on the deck in pain. 


YANG: ONCE MORE FROM THE TOP. 
YIN: WHO AREN'T YOU ALLOWED TO EAT? 
ZOMBO: (tiny) PEOPLEONTHERAFT. 


PANEL TWO: Closer on Harris - sweating, trembling. Very afraid. No dialogue. 


YANG (OFF): І CAN'T HEAR YOU, ZOMBO -- 





PANEL THREE: Yang still prodding Zombo verbally - Zombo lifts his head and snaps at them, angry, reaching up with one hand to 
peel off the ear facing the reader. He's almost not aware he's doing it - like picking a scab. 





70МВ0: THE PEOPLE ON THE RAFT! 
LINK: YOU SATISFIED NOW? 


PANEL FOUR: Closer on Harris - jerking back, horrified and disgusted at Zombo peeling his ear off. No dialogue. 


ZOMBO (OFF): WHAT ARE YOU LOOKING AT, MISTER BEARDY? 


PANEL FIVE: Close on Zombo, looking right at the reader with his awful yellow eyes, challenging. He's biting into his own ear like 
it was a chunk of beef jerky. He's in a foul mood. 


ZOMBO: | WANT TO EAT SOMETHING. 


PANEL SIX: Harris leans back, a visceral resction to the horror - Brock looks over at him, concerned -- 


HARRIS: (small) A MONSTER -- 





PANEL SEVEN: -- we see Harris’ feet as he steps back, unconsciously, off the edge of the raft -- 


PANEL EIGHT: -- and he topples off it, towards the water. He hasn't hit the water yet, and Brock is reaching out to try to 
catch him -- 


HARRIS: AAHH! 
BROCK: HARRIS -- 
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PAGE FOUR 





Seven panels. 
PANEL 0МЕ: -- and then а gigantic mutant eel bursts out of the water, plunging through Harris' back and out his belly, gripping 
intestines between its vicious teeth. 


HARRIS: EEEAAAAGGGHHH! 


PANEL TWO: The eel thrashing and biting, tearing Harris apart in the water, as the people on the raft stare in horror. Brock at the 
front, pleading for anybody to help, tears running down his far cheeks. Harris was probably a good friend. 


JENNY: JESUS, IT WAS WAITING -- 
BROCK: SOMEBODY DO SOMETHING! HE'S GOT A WIFE AND FAMILY -- SOMEBODY! PLEASE! 
LINK: DO SOMETHING! 


PANEL THREE: Yin yells to Zombo to act - Zombo just stands there, grinning and looking at the carnage. 


YIN: ZOMBO! 

70МВ0: WELL, MAYBE ТНАТ FISH HAS А WIFE AND FAMILY TOO. DID АМҮОМЕ ТНІМК ОҒ ТНАТ? 

LINK: I MEAN, | DON'T THINK I'VE GOT THE RIGHT TO KILL SOMEONE'S DADDY, DO |? EVEN IF IT IS А 
FISH. 

PANEL FOUR: Looking up through the bloody water at Zombo as he looks down at the remains of Harris - Harris is just so much 

chum by now. 

70МВ0: ОК MAYBE I DO. 

LINK: TOO LATE NOW. 

LINK: HOW DID YOU LIKE YOUR MEAL, MISTER FISHY? 

PANEL FIVE: Bryan is holding back Brock, who's ready to launch himself at Zombo - needless to say, the whole raft's rocking 


and splashing with all of this, and looking very unstable indeed. Brock's blazing with anger - Zombo looks vaguely put out at 
he suggestion that he might have acted improperly. 











BROCK: YOU COLD-HEARTED SON OF A BITCH -- 
70МВ0: O NEED TO BE LIKE THAT, MISTER FATTY. HE WASN'T PART ОҒ THE MISSION. 
LINK: WAS HE, MISTER HANDLER? 


PANEL SIX: Mrs. Daley puts the question imperiously to Yang, who brushes her off brusquely, as Yin points a finger at Zombo, 
who looks innocently back at him. 





MRS. DALEY: EXCUSE ME, YOUNG MAN, BUT WHAT 'MISSION' IS THIS? 
YANG: THAT'S NEED TO KNOW, DAMMIT -- 
YIN: -- ZOMBO, FROM NOW ON YOU'RE TO PROTECT THESE PEOPLE WHEREVER POSSIBLE. 


PANEL SEVEN: Close on Zombo, grinning. 
YANG: (off-panel) THAT'S AN ORDER, UNDERSTAND? 


70МВ0: OH YES, MISTER HANDLER. ГМ A GOOD LITTLE BOY REALLY, HONEST | AM, CROSS MY HEART. 
LINK: THE CURRENT'S GETTING STRONGER, BY THE WAY. SHARP BEND UP AHEAD. 
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PAGE FIVE 





Five panels. 
PANEL ONE: Jenny looks over her shoulder, shocked, as Brock forgets his anger and tries to steady the raft - with all the to-ing 
and fro-ing on it it's become really unstable. Everybody doing their bit to stabilise the rocking raft except Zombo, who just 


stands with a nasty grin. 
JENNY: JESUS, WHERE THE HELL DID THAT COME FROM – ? 
BROCK: EVERYONE INTO THE MIDDLE! 


PANEL TWO: Everyone reaches to grab hold of something as the raft is swept around the bend, looking as if it's about to capsize 
he remains of the box that Zombo was in topples over the side. 


= 


S. DALEY: ОН MY GOODNESS! 





BROCK: KEEP THE MASS CENTRAL! THE МНОГЕ RAFT'S GOING TO -- 





PANEL THREE: Then the raft returns to balance as the waters calm - the passengers looking towards the camera, still crouched 
and gripping onto something, looking at what's on the bank, horrified. The only one who isn't shocked by what they're seeing 
is Zombo, but then he was inside a box at the time... 


BROCK: (small) ...G-GOING TO... 

JENNY: OH GOD. OH GOD, ІТ САМТ BE... 

SEFTON: HUH-HUH-HOW - ? 

ZOMBO: OH, WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH YOU LOT NOW? 


PANEL FOUR: Reverse angle, and we see what they're seeing - the wreckage of Flight 303, sitting on the bank - and it's the same 
bank that they left in episode one. The river’s taken them right round in a circle. Sitting on one bit of ruined fuselage is a black 
raven with human eyes - Lord Lust's. 


70МВ0: HAVEN'T YOU EVER SEEN A SPACESHIP BEFORE? 


BROCK (small): C-CIRCLE... WE'VE C-COME IN A CIRCLE... 


PANEL FIVE: Close on the raven, as it croaks in Lord Lust's voice. 


RAVEN: RRWWAARRK! 
LINK: РМ A STAR. I'M A STAR. I'M A STAR... 


DTP: NEXT PROG: DEATH-COUNT SEVEN LEFT AND COUNTING... 
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